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3 trace the progreſs of any art or ſci- 
7 ence from its origin until it arrives at a 
* fate of perfection, is an employment worthy 
a philoſopher. The revolutions of paſt ages, 
the riſe and fall of empires, are regarded by 
many with indifference, as ſubjects in which 
they are not immediately concerned, But 
with the ſciences the caſe is different : few 
men can be found ſo inſenſible as not to feel 
themſelves intereſted in the riſe and progreſs 
of thoſe arts to which we are indebted for 
the advantages of civil ſociety, and almoſt 
every quality that can adorn and dignity 
human nature. But among the various ſci- 
ences which have engaged the attention of 
mankind, poetry claims the pre-eminence. 
If we conſider its antiquity, we ſhall find 
that it precedes every other art. Among the 
moſt barbarous nations, where civilization 
has been ſeen in its infant ſtate, we have 
diſcovered a taſte for poetry. The Scandi- 
navian ſcalds, the Britiſh, Iriſh, and Scottiſh 
bards, in an age when almoſt every other art 
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was unknown or neglected, poſſeſſed a large 
portion of poetic ſpirit. Their ſongs abound 
with a figurative caſt of diction, and that 
bold and ſublime imagery which ſtrongly 
mark the genuine feelings of nature when 
undiſguiſed by cuſtom or art. Theſe bards 
were conſtant attendants on princes and great 
men; their companions in war; the greateſt 
ornament of their courts in peace. If we 
conſider the utility of this divine art, we find 
it in the earlier ages connected with the ſub- 
lime ſciences of morality, religion, and le- 
giſlation. Orpheus and Linus, among the 
Greeks, are celebrated as poets and legiſlators. 
The Fable of Amphion ſhews the wonderful 


effects attributed to poetry in the barbarous 


ages of Greece; nor can I omit that beauti- 
ful example in Homer, where, ſpeaking of 
Clytemneſtra, he obſerves that Ægyſthus, 
with all his art, could not ſeduce her from 
the paths of virtue as long as the poet con- 
tinued in the palace; but when that guar- 
dian was removed, ſhe fell an eaſy ſacrifice, 
and afterwards perpetrated the moſt horrid 
crimes. Such was the reſpect paid to poetry 
in the infancy of ſociety. The muſes were 


then of a chaſte and reſerved behaviour, and 


had 
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had not yet learned the fatal art of flattering 
tyrants, or repreſenting vice in falſe and ſe- 
ducing colours. To inſpire great and heroic 
ſentiments, to inculcate the moral and reli- 
gious duties, and to ſoften the natural fero- 
city of mankind, was the chief object of po- 
etry. Before the invention of letters, the hiſ- 
tory of paſt events, delivered through a ſuc- 


ceſſion of ages by oral tradition, was ex- 


> preſſed in metre. For this many reaſons may 


be aſſigned. The ideas of man in the in- 
fancy of ſociety, though very limited, yet as 
they are derived from the great book of na- 


ture, are bold and ſublime. The imagina- 


tion unreſtrained delights in ſimilies and 
metaphors; and naturally falls into that 
kind of expreſſion which ſucceeding ages 
have appropriated to poetry : or, as their 
hiſtories were to be retained by memory, 
ſome kind of meaſure might be neceſſary to 
facilitate the learning them. Theſe hiſtoric 
longs were received in an ignorant age with 
aſtoniſning ardour. Of this we have ſeen 
recent examples in the Highlands of Scot- 
land, where the inhabitants retained their 
ancient manners longer than in any other 
part of Europe. The poems of Oſſian 

(which 
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(which have deſcended from father to ſon 
for many generations) are to this day ſung 
by the Highlanders; and Fingal is ſtill re- 
garded as the firſt of heroes. At the cloſe 
of the laſt century, when the celebrated 
Lord Dundee headed that brave people, and 
performed ſuch glorious exploits, in their 
long and fatiguing marches, he amuſed and 
| flattered them by relating the gallant at- 
if chievements of their anceſtors: animated 
by the pleaſing narration, they forgot their 
toils, and followed their heroic leader with 
a paſſion bordering on enthuſiaſm. Poetry, 
which at firſt was wild and irregular, in 
0 proceſs of time, as mankind grew civi-«- 7 
| lized, aſſumed a more perfect form. In Y 
i Greece it was cultivated with particular care; 
th till at length Homer aroſe, the father of 
F the epic poem, and who happily reached 
thoſe boundaries, beyond which human ge- 
4 nius could never paſs. To a fertility of 
i invention, which no ſucceeding writer ever 
j equalled, he joined a comprehenſive know- 
[| ledge of every art and ſcience ; a perfect ac- 
quaintance with the inward paſſions and af- 
fections of mankind; anda brilliancy of ima- 
gination ſo irreſiſtible, that no man who has 

the 
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PREFACE. vii 


the leaſt taſte for poetry can command himſelf 
while he reads his works: every thing that 
he writes lives and moves. But in nothing 
does he appear more wonderful than in the 
great variety of his characters. The cou- 
rage of Achilles bears no reſemblance to that 
of Diomede ; the wiſdom of Ulyſſes is very 


= different from the ſame quality in Neſtor. 


The characters of Agamemnon, Menelaus, 


* Idomeneus, Hector, and Sarpedon, are no 


leſs diverſified, If we regard the ſenti- 
ments, *tis impoſſible for the human mind 
to conceive any thing more ſublime. The 
famous Longinus has acknowledged the ſu- 
periority of Homer, in this reſpect, to every 
other writer; nor is his language leſs wor- 
thy of our applauſe. The boldneſs of his 
metaphors, his ſtrong and animated expreſ- 
ſions, gave occaſion to a celebrated critic to 
obſerve, that if the gods ſpoke, it muſt be in 
the language of Homer. In a word, in 
whatever light we view him, {till will he 
be the ſubject of our admiration ; and to a 
liberal mind it muſt afford great pleaſure to 
behold human nature approach ſo near per- 


fection. Authors are not agreed as to the 


ſtate of ſociety in Greece when this great 
man 
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man flouriſhed. Many, . ſtruck with the 
beauty and excellence of his poems, ima- 
gine that ſuch a work could alone be the 
production of an age perfectly civilized, and 
that no human genius ever was capable of 
bringing poetry to ſuch perfection without 
the aſſiſtance of learning. Others, on the 
contrary, attribute to Homer the honour of 
being the father of learning; and dignify 
bim with the appellation of the great lumi- 
nary who ſhone alone in a barbarous age, 
and whoſe ſoul was capable of ranging over 
the whole creation. The ingenious Mr. 
Wood ſuppoſes Homer to have been ignorant 
of the art of writing; and that his poems 
were tranſmitted by oral tradition till the 
time of Lycurgus, who, as it is well known, 
firſt publithed them entire. But in the po- 
ems of Oſſian, and other works which pre- 
ceded the knowledge of letters, we find the 
connection frequently broken, and they ap- 
pear rather as fragments than regular com- 
poſitions. In Homer the contrary is mani- 


feſt. His poems are connected and entire; 


no chaſms or breaks can be diſcovered 
through the whole work; and it is not 


caſy to imagine that poems of ſuch length 


7 could 
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could be retained by ſtrength of memory, 


and tranſmitted from father to ſon with- 


out variation. For as the ſpirit of the 
great author appears in every line, we can- 
not ſuſpect that any paſſages have been in- 
terpolated by ſucceeding poets. Cadmus, 
who firſt brought the alphabet from Phcoe- 
nicia to Greece, flouriſhed near three hun- 


> dred years before the birth of Homer; and 
> how improbable is it to ſuppole that a man 


of Homer's comprehenſive genius could be 
ignorant of an art which in his time was 
in common uſe! But although I differ 
from the opinion of Mr. Wood, who repre- 
{ſents Homer as totally 1lliterate, I cannot 
think that the age in which he lived was 
much enlightened. By the teſtimony of 
every author of credit, Homer was the firſt 
hiſtorian and geographer that appeared in 
Greece; and if he was not the inventor of 
poetry, he was the firſt, according to Ariſ- 
totle, that brought all the parts of a poem 
into one piece, and gave it a regular form. 
If we may believe Thucydides, the political 


government of Greece, in his time, was very 


imperfect. Piracy was then eſteemed ho- 


nourable ; and no quality was held in ſuch 


b high 
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high eſteem as that impetuous courage which 
hurries a man on to the performance of 
great and daring actions. Tis to the infant 
ſtate of civilization in Homer's time that we 
muſt attribute the ſtrange and romantic ad- 
ventures of ſome of his heroes; that we ſee 
exiles wandering from one country to ano- 
Pi ther, this day exalted to a throne, the next 
deſtitute even of the common neceſſaries of 
| life. The ties of morality, at ſuch a period, 
muſt, according to our ideas, be very feeble; 4 
vet. we have examples of triendſhip, filial = 
by and paternal affection, hoſpitality to ſtrangers, 
gratitude for favours received, courage and 
magnanimity, which are unknown in the 
preſent age, when every quality of the hu- 
man ſoul is abſorbed in ſelfiſh views of in- 


0 tereſt. But if we cannot reach their virtues, 
N we are free from many of their vices. Few 
\ inſtances occur of that ſavage cruelty, that 


vindictive ſpirit, which ſullies the glory of 
their greateſt heroes; and if it would be no 
| ealy matter to find a man whoſe ſoul was 
q. capable of that ſublime friendſhip which 


| - Achilles entertained for Patroclus, we ſhould 
l . find it no leſs difficult to meet with a man 
[ who could treat a vanquiſhed enemy with 


the 
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the ſame inhumanity as that hero treated 
Hector. Which ſtate of ſociety is moſt con- 
ducive to the happineſs of mankind, I pre- 
tend not to determine. The epic poem, 
which was undoubtedly the invention of 
Homer, gave riſe to tragedy, which is only 
a more perfect imitation of nature. The 


: object of both is to form the mind to virtue 


by example : the epic, by reciting the ac- 


tions of illuſtrious perſons ; tragedy, by re- 
preſenting them on the ſtage ; and as what 
{ſtrikes the eye makes a deeper impreſſion 
on mankind, than what is addreſſed to the 
underſtanding, the effects of the tragic muſe 
have been more univerſally felt and acknow- 
ledged than the epic. Among all civilized 
nations we find ſome traces of the drama, 
The Chineſe, who can never be ſuppoſed 
to derive their knowledge from Greece, 
amuſe themſelves with a kind of tragedy 
and comedy. They aſſemble, favs Acoſta, 


in large theatres; the actors, dreſſed in mag- 


nificent habits, act plays which laſt for ten 
or twelve days, till the actors and audience, 
wearied out with the length of the picce, by 
mutual conſent retire. A ſpectacle of this 
ſort is perfectly conformable to the tranquil 

bv 2 temper 
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temper of that people. The ſubjects of theſe 
theatrical repreſentations are taken from the 
hiſtories of their heroes and philoſophers, 
and abound with moral ſentences. In Peru, 
a country but imperfectly civilized, if we. 
may believe Garcilaſſo de la Vega, it was the 
cuſtom, on ſolemn feſtivals, to perform tra- 
gedies and comedies before the king and 
his court. The deſign of their tragedies was 
to repreſent the great atchievements of their 
molt renowned kings and heroes. Their 
comedies deſcended to private life, and in- 
ſtructed the audience in agriculture, the ma- 
ji! nagement of tame animals, and other mat- 
ters of a familiar and domeſtic nature; and 
the whole was adorned with obſervations 
0 drawn from experience. Tragedy in Greece 
0 derived its form from the feaſts of Bacchus; 
1 in honour of that deified hero, who firſt in- 
1 troduced the culture of the vine in Greece, 
: it was the cuſtom annually to ſacrifice a goat, 
it The invention of this feſtival is attributed 
| to Icarius, and originally was only a rural 
j entertainment, where the peaſants, after 
il taxing in the vintage, expreſſed their grati- 
| tude to their benefactor in aukward geſtures 
and artleſs ſtrains, As the nation grew more 
I poliſhed, 
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poliſhed, theſe wild irregular ſongs were 
ſucceeded by hymns, compoſed in praiſe of 
Bacchus, and accompanied with muſic and 
dancing; in a word, this ruſtic feaſt was 
converted into a religious ceremony ; and it 
was the cuſtom for rival poets to ſhew their 
ſkill, and diſpute the prize, which was a 
goat; from whence theſe poems were called 


© Teaywoir, or the goat's ſong. For ſeveral ages 
= tragedy continued in this infant ſtate. The 
' hymns, no doubt, every year aſſumed a more 


regular and perfect form, and probably con- 
tained ſome of thoſe pathetic and impaſſi- 
oned ſtrokes which at preſent are ſo much 
admired in the Greek choruſes. But there 
does not appear to be any dialogue till the 
time of Theſpis, who had the courage and 
genius to lay the foundation of the Greek 
drama. The ſongs, which before only con- 
tained the praiſes of Bacchus, were now em- 
ployed to celebrate the exploits of their he- 
roes, and other ſubjects of thcir hiſtories, 


either ſerious or comic. A regular dialogue 


was kept up between the chorus and 
actor. Theſpis is ſaid to have painted 
the faces of the actors with lees of wine. 
They performed their plays in carts, 
and 
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and from their enlivening their moſt 
ſerious performances with ſtrokes of wit 
and ſatyr, gave riſe to that ſpecies of 
poetry which is called the ſatyrical tragedy. 
The Cyclops of Euripides is the only exam- 
ple of that kind of writing which is tranſ- 
mitted down to us. Theſpis and his con- 
temporaries forgot the original deſtination 
of the chorus, which was to celebrate the 
exploits of Bacchus. The prieſts complained 
bitterly of this alteration; the poems, they 
faid, were very fine, but there was no men- 
tion of Bacchus. The difficulty of ſupport- 
ing a theatrical repreſentation with only one 
actor, beſides the chorus, cannot but ſtrike 
even the moſt ſuperficial obſerver. His chief 
buſineſs muſt be rather to recite than act; 
and the poems of Theſpis muſt partake 
more of the epic than tragic muſe. Certain 
it is, that till the time of Æſchylus tragedy 
was in its infancy. That great man, added 


another actor, introduced the uſe of maſques, 


eſtabliſhed a fixed theatre, and, by his im- 
provements of the ſtage, juſtly acquired the 
appellation of Father of tragedy. Sophocles 
and Euripides followed his ſteps; and in leſs 
than a century the Greek tragedy was 


brought 
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brought to that perfection in which we now 
behold it. Aſchylus, to whoſe creative 
fancy we are indebted for this noble ſpe- 
cies of poetry, is a writer of uncommon fire 
and ſpirit ; his conceptions are wonderfully 
bold and ſublime, his language animated 


and nervous, though it frequently degene- 


rates into the turgid and bombaſt. His cha- 


racters are ſtrongly marked, but a ſavage 


air runs through them all, and they ſeem to 


4 
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- partake of the martial ſpirit of the author, 


who was bred in camps amid the din of arms. 
This great man was born the firſt year of 
the ſixtieth Olympiad, and followed the pro- 
feſſion of arms at that happy period when 
Athens could boaſt as many heroes as citi- 
zens. He acquired conſiderable honours at 
the celebrated battles of Marathon, Salamis, 
and Platea; and enjoyed the glory of being 
the only tragic poet in Athens for many 
years, till in his old age he beheld a formi- 
dable rival in Sophocles. Tis reported that 
this father of tragedy, in a corfteſt with the 
young poet, loſt the prize; and, unable to 
bear the diſgrace of a defeat, retired to Hiero, 
king of Sicily, the friend and protector of 
learned men. Here he lived in great ſplen- 


dor 


dor and affluence, and died probably of old 
age; though the ſcholiaſts and gramma- 
rians with great gravity inform us, that an 
eagle, miſtaking the poet's white head for a 
ftone, dropped a tortoiſe on it, which frac- 
tured his skull. His remains were magni- 
ficently interred by his countrymen; and it 
was publicly decreed at Athens, that his 
tragedies ſhould be performed at the ex- 
Wit pence of the republic ; an honour conferred 
| [2 on no poet before his time. This great man 
il = is {aid to have written ſeventy-eight trage- 
1 dies, of which only ſeven have ſurvived thge 
ruins of time. But theſe precious remains 
are ſufficient to enable us to form ſome 3 
10 idea of the vaſt extent of his genius. In 2 
| 


his admirable tragedy of Prometheus Chain'd, 
his imagination, to uſe the expreſſion of 


wie : 
I'M poetry and Gray, „ paſſes the flaming 
1 e bounds of ſpace and time ;” and, as if the 
þ:4 whole compaſs of human life were too ſmall 


a field for his genius, he introduces celeſtial 
and allegorical perſonages; the daring cha- 
racter of Prometheus is finely ſupported ; 

every ſentiment he utters is expreſſive of 

his noble and generous ſpirit. The ſcenery, 
as the occaſion requires, 1s to the laſt degree 
wild 
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wild and romantic; and the ſongs of the 
chorus animated and ſublime. I know not 


how to expreſs my admiration of this great 
poet in ſtronger terms, than by obſerving 


0 that our immortal Milton has copied from 


nim ſome of the ſublimeſt paſſages in his 
Paradiſe Loſt, But the candid reader, 
though ſtruck with that bold and ſublime 


Apirit which animates this, as well as every 
other play of this great author, cannot but 
acknowledge that his plots are frequently 
4 inartificial, and that a certain wildneſs and 


BH | irregularity, inſeparable from the imperfect 
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7 ſtate of the drama, diſtinguiſh his pieces 
from thoſe of his immortal ſucceſſors. His 
genius ſeems particularly formed for the 


great and ſublime; and no poet that ever 
lived knew better how to excite terror; but 
in the tender and pathetic he is not equally 
excellent. This in ſome meaſure may be 


attributed to the times in which he lived. 


Formed from his youth to arms, he exer- 
ciſed that profeſſion firſt at the battle of 
Marathon; and afterwards during that me- 
morable period when Xerxes invaded Greece. 
At a time of public commotion, when every 
paſſion is agitated by the greateſt objects 
C which 
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which can preſent themſelves to the human 
mind, the 1magination enlarges its views, 
and riſes to the great and ſublime. On the 
other hand, thoſe ſcenes of diſtreſs which 
occur during the ravages of war, by their 
frequent repetition tend to leſſen the natural 
{ſenſibility of the human heart. Colonis, a 
town in Attica, gave birth to Sophocles, in 
the ſecond year of the 7 1ſt Olympiad : his 
father, Sophilus, according to ſome authors, 
was maſter of a forge; a trade of conſider- 
able importance when armour was in uni- 
verial uſe. Like his maſter, Æſchylus, he 
followed the profeſſion of arms, and had 
the honour of holding a conſiderable com- 
mand under Pericles; who is reported to 
have ſaid of him, that he was a good ſoldier, 
though a bad officer. But he derives the 
great luſtre of his name from his poetical 
talents, which he diſplayed with ſo much 
ſucceſs, that he was crowned twenty times, 
and lived in great reputation at Athens, no 


leſs beloved for his many virtues, than ad- 


mired for his extraordinary endowments. 


Plutarch and Cicero inform us, that in his 


old age his children, unworthy of ſuch a 
father, cited him to appear before the judges; 
complaining 
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complaining that he was ſuperannuated, and 
incapable of managing his own domeſtic 
affairs. Sophocles, in his defence, deſired 
his judges to ſuſpend their judgment un- 
til they had heard the play he had lately 
compoſed : this was the celebrated tragedy 
of Oedipus Coloneus. The judges, charmed 
with this noble ſpecimen of his great and 
exalted genius, diſmifled him with honour, 
and his accuſers retired covered with ſhame 
and confuſion. His death is variouſly re- 
lated : ſome authors pretend that he was 
choaked with a grape-ſtone ; others, that 
He expired while he was reciting a paſlage 
out of his Antigone; and ſome few affirm 
that he died with joy on ſceing himſelf 
crowned. All agree that he lived to the 
age of ninety ; and I think the ſcholiaſts 
might have ſpared themſelves the trouble 
of aſſigning any other cauſe of his death 
than the natural decay of years, except 
they can make it appear that poets are 
tormed of different materials from other 
men. His countrymen engraved on his 
tomb a ſwarm of bees, to perpetuate the 
name of Bee, which he had acquired by the 
ſweetneſs and elegance of his verſes, His 


C 2 genius, 
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genius, though leſs ſublime than that of 
Aichylus, is more regular and correct; his 
numbers more ſoft and flowing; and his 
ſentiments more juit and natural. He every 
where maintains the dignity of the drama, 
and never ſinks into thoſe familiar ſcenes 
tor which Euripides has been cenſured by 
ſome modern critics. His peculiar excel- 
lence ſeems to lie in the deſcriptive, of 
which I might quote many inſtances. In 
his Philoctetes he ſhews himſelf to be a 
perfect maſter of the tender and pathetic. 
His Oedipus Tyrannus is admired by Ariſ- 
totle as the moſt complete tragedy that 
Greece ever produced, His: Fables are ge- 
nerally intereſting ; his characters admir- 
ably ſupported ; and his plots regular and 
artificial. So great is the excellence of this 
immortal poet, that it remains a queſtion 
among the learned, whether it is poſhble 
tor human genius to bring the drama ta 
greater perfection than he left it. Euripides 
was born at Salamis in the ſecond year of 
the 75th Olympiad, to which Hland his 
father, Mneſarchus, and his mother, Clito, 
retired when Xerxes invaded Greece ; he 
had the good fortune to come into the 

world 
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world in the midſt of the triumphs and 
feſtivals which his countrymen celebrated. 
after the great victories of Salamis and Pla- 
tea, His genius was not turned for war, 
like his predeceſſors; but in his youth he 
applied himſelf to philoſophy, and had the 
honour of ſtudying under the famous Anax- 
agoras. Frightened probably by the fate 
of his great maſter, who fell a victim to his 
philoſophical reſearches, he left the thorny 
path of philolophy for the more pleaſing 
and faſhionable ſtudy of poetry, in which 
he ſucceeded ſo happily as to enter the liſts 
with Aſchylus and Sophocles. This great 
man lived on the moſt intimate terms with 
the immortal Socrates, who never failed of 
being preſent at the repreſentation of his 
plays; and it is not improbable that he had 
ſome ſhare in the compoſition of them, 
His plays abound more with moral ſen— 
tences than either Aſchylus or Sophocles; 
from which circumſtance he acquired the 
appellation of the philoſopher of the the- 
atre, His diction is eaſy, elegant, and Per- 
ſuaſive; his ſentiments re:narka! 1+ i and 
noble; and in the h--uty 24 © © at his 
Choral ſoags, he cx been redeceſs 

ſors, 
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ſors. His genius ſeems peculiarly formed 
for the tender and pathetic. In his Oreſtes, 
the madneſs of that unfortunate prince is 
mentioned by Longinus as a ſtriking ex- 
ample of the great and ſublime; and the 
excellent Brumoy obſerves, that nature her- 
ſelf, had ſhe ſnatched the pencil from his 


| 4 hand, could not have painted that tragic 
ja {ſcene in ſtronger colours. Ariſtotle obſerves, 
| | that Euripides, though inferior in ſome re- 
fl ſpects to Sophocles, yet, in exciting the 
| tender paſſions, far exceeds him and every 
i other poet. Never did the tragic muſe ap- 
Fa pear with greater dignity than when ſhe MX 
fi? drew tears from the eyes of Alexander, ty- 
a rant of Phere. This monſter of cruelty, 
Wo who had never on any occaſion diſcovered 
14 the leaſt ſenſibility of ſoul, could not refrain 
115 from weeping when he beheld the diſtreſs 
1 of Hecuba and Andromache in the Troades 
; of this poet. The language of Euripides is 


addreſſed to the human heart; and he fol- 
lows nature more than either Æſchylus or 
Sophocles 3 but it muſt be confeſſed, that he 


[| 
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f 1 is inferior to the former in the ſublimity of 
j f his conceptions; to the latter in the regula- 
= rity and correctneſs of his pieces. To ſpeak i 
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of the comparative merits of theſe three great 
poets: in reading Æſchylus we are filled with 
aſtoniſhment and admiration; in Sophocles, 
we behold with pleaſure the art of the poet, 
and are ſtruck with the juſtneſs of his de- 
ſcriptions, and the dignity with which he 
{upports his characters; in Euripides, the 
feeling heart Milolves in tears; and indulg- 
ing that tender .ſenfibility (which is the 
greateſt ornament of our nature) loſes ſight 
of the poet, while it mourns the diſtreſs of 
Electra and Andromache ; or, to uſe the 
words of Father Brumoy, the firſt reſembles 
a torrent, which, rolling through wild to- 
reſts, precipitates itſelf down lofty precipices 
and broken rocks; the ſecond, a canal flow- 


ing through regular and delicious gardens; 


the third, a river which roves in wild mean- 
ders through meadows crowned with flowers. 
Euripides, in the latter part of his life, left 
Athens in diſguſt, and was received by Ache- 


laus, king of Macedonia, with particular 


marks of diſtinction. His death is related 
by the ſcholiaſts in a manner unworthy ſo 
great a man: they pretend, that as he was 
walking in a ſolitary place, he was torn to 
pieces by dogs. Whether this idle ſtory 

3 | merits 


x xĩiv PREFACE 


merits belief, 1 ſubmit to the judgment of 
the reader. Certain it is, that this great 
poet died in Macedonia at the age of ſeventy- 
five. The Athenians ſent a ſolemn embaſſy 
to demand his body, which the Macedonians 
refuſing, his countrymen raiſed an empty 
monument to his memory, on which they 
inſcribed his name. The plays of Euripides 
were held in ſuch eſteem at Athens, that 
they were depoſited in the public archives. 


A king of Egypt offered a conſiderable ſum 


for the manuſcript, which the Athenians 
proudly rejected ; but during a ſcarcity of 
corn in Attica, the Egyptian king obtained 
a copy of his works, on condition that he 
ſhould permit the Athenian merchants to 
purchaſe what corn they pleaſed in Egypt, 
without paying the cuſtomary tribute. But 
the reputation of this great poet appeared 
in the moſt conſpicuous light during the 
Peloponneſian war. When Nicias, in his 
unfortunate expedition againſt Sicily, met 
with the memorable defeat which paved the 
way for the conqueſt of Athens, the Sici- 
lians condemned all the priſoners to death, 
except thoſe who could repeat any paſſages 
from Euripides. Theſe fortunate perſons 


were 


— 
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were not only exempted from the cornmon 
puniſhment, but treated with great reſpect, 
and fent back to their country. What muſt 
de the feelings of the poet on ſuch an oc- 
X caſion;* to ſte many Athenians of the no- 
vleft families in the city, who owed their 
lives and liberties to the high reputation of 
his poems? But while 1 admire the vaſt 
gentus of this great man, I tremble for the 
fate of my tranſlation. That I am inca- 
© pable of doing juſtice to ſuch an author as 
Euripides, I readily acknowledge : my only 
hope is, that I may be able to give the 
Engliſh' reader ſome faint idea of his beau- 
ties, and reſcue from the obſcurity of a 
college a poet that has been ſeldom read, 
except by a few recluſe ſcholars; a poet, 
whoſe pathetic eloquence charm'd Athens in 
its higheſt ſtate of civilization; a city 
Whkkers* even the meancſt inhabitant poſſefſed 
a taſte for the fine arts; where the pro- 
ductions of human genius were brought to 
a degree of perfection, which ſucceeding 
ages have beheld with filent admiraricn, 
and, conſcious of the inferiority of their 
powers, deſpaired to emulate ; a city, which 
| gave birth to the greateſt heroes, legiſlators, 


d philoſophers, 


XX vi PREFACE. 


philoſophers, and poets, Neither am 1 
without ſome expectation, that the beruf, 1 
of the Greek Tragedies may tend to im- 
prove our preſent taſte for theatrical amuſe- 1 8 
ments. Sorry I am to obſerve, that in moſt 
of our modern tragedies, all regard to cha- 
racter and manners is laid aſide ; and ſach 
is the paſſion of the audience for a variety 
of incident, that a multitude of the moſt 
improbable events is crowded together, as 
if the deſign of tragedy was rather to con- 
| 8 fuſe. than inſtruct. An amiable poet of 1 
14 the preſent age is a great and noble ex- 
"x ception to this general practice, whoſe tra- 
IE: gedies of Elfrida and Caractacus will be al- 
ways admired by every perſon of taſte, as 
a fine imitation of Sophocles and Euripides. 
ln my tranſlation I have endeavoured to 
PR render the ſenſe of the author in as literal | 
a manner as the idiom of the two lan- 
guages will admit ; and have paid a ftrict 
regard to ancient manners, except in a few 
places, where I have made ſome ſacrifices 
14 to modern delicacy. In the choral ſongs 
14 I have taken greater liberties, though with- 
1% out departing materially from the ſenſe of 
0 | the author, as I found it impoſſible to | 
| 
| 


OLA 4 2 4 \ * 


give 


= 2 n * © a - 5 — "4 was at \ 7 ; j 
OO RT OI Ee NS Ts RT Oe. Ent I Yes 


» 
** 
* 
1 : 


CT 2 pr ke 1 n wY ed ae Lok, 
| 989 "Tow > LE < TOE ITT EIT, 9 TO Ae 4 . 2 we” 


PREFACE. xxvii 


give a literal tranſlation with any degree 
of elegance and ſpirit. How I have ſuc- 
ceeded the public muſt determine. The 
liberal and candid critics will look with an 
eye of indulgence on any flight errors 
which muſt frequently occur in the courſe 
of ſo difficult an undertaking. If from 
them I receive encouragement to proceed, 
it is my intention to tranſlate the remaining 
tragedies of Euripides. If, on the other 
hand, it ſhould appear that I am unequal 
to the taſk, I can lay down my pen with- 
out feeling any great mortification. In 
either caſe, I have the ſatisfa&tion of re- 
flecting that I have ſpent thoſe hours at 
leaſt innocently, and with pleaſure to my- 
ſelf, which, at my time of life, are generally 
loſt in a circle of folly and diſſipation. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


JocasrTa. 
ANTIGONE. - 
CroruUs compoſed of Phoenician virgins. 
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Menace s. 
TiIRESIAS. 
MEssENOE R. 
PoLYNICE S. 


1 Il WP 


ETREROCLES. 
OEDIPU Ss. 
GoVERNOR of the Palace. 


Scene—The Palace of Oedipus in Thebes. 
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ACT I SCENE I. 


Jo ASTA. 


Y 'Thro' heaven's aerial way, 

Exalted in thy golden chariot, —drawn 

By winged courſers, from whoſe noſtrils dart. 
Fierce flames—immortal Source of Light ! 
With fatal luſtre ſhone thy beams that day 
On all the Theban race, when Cadmus left 
Phcenicia's ſea-girt ſhore, and on theſe plains 
Founded his city; marrying then Harmonia, 
Daughter of Venus, from that union ſprung 
Great Polydorus, Labdacus from him 
Deſcended, next in ſucceſſion Laius came: 
The daughter of illuſtrious Menceceus, 

Siſter of Creon, and the wife of Laius. 

B 


H Thou, who thine unerring courſe purſueſt 
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It was her own; but when to man's eſtate 

The youth arriv'd, or from his own ſuſpicions, 
Or by his gay companions taught, he went 
To learn from Phœbus who his parents were: 
At the ſame time, my huſband Laius, anxious 
About the child he had expoſed, repair'd 

To the ſame oracle, to know his fate, 
Whether he yet was living. In a read 
Narrow and ſtrait they met, upon the confines 


2 PH OE NIS S A. 4 
My name's Jocaſta ;—long time was I marry'd, 3 
And barren was my bed—Laius, defirous 3 
Of having iſſue, to Apollo's fane 1 
Repair'd, and from that oracle divine 3 
This anſwer he receiv'd : illuſtrious king 3 
Of warlike Thebes, you know not what you alk ; ® 
14:0 Offend not heaven, by wiſhing for a ſon ; 3 
|: k For if thou haſt a ſon, that ſon will kill 3 
0 4 His father, and thy wretched houſe 7 
If In blood and guilt involve.—But he, regardleſs 2 
| Of this dire prophecy, on me begot 1 
1 A ſon; then of his error late repenting, 4 
| | | | And of the oracle afraid, the tender infant 4 x 
\R Deliver'd to his ſhepherds, to expoſe | 
1 | On high Cithæron's top, near Juno's temple, 4 15 
| 5 | And from the holes which thro' his feet were bor d, F 
| 15 if Surnam'd him Oedipus !—Meanwhile the herdſmen 7 | ; 
10 Of Polybus, by chance deſcry'd the child, 1 
| | . And, pitying his misfortune, took him home, | 
1 And to their queen deliver'd him; who this my ſon 5 
1 [ Nurs'd and careſs'd, pretending to her huſband | : 
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Of the Phoccean land. The charioteer 
Of Laius, ſeeing Oedipus, exclaim'd, 
« Whoe'cr thou art, make way; nor thus obſtruct 
« The paſlage for the king.” To theſe proud words 
No anſwer was return'd by Oedipus, 
Who with indignant ſtep mov'd on ; meanwhile 
The chariot rolling with its fervid wheels 
Wounded his feet, and ſtain'd the ſand with blood. 
Then, fir'd with rage, (for why the ſad diſcourſe - 
Should I prolong ?) my ſon unhappy kill'd 
His father ; and the ſplendid car convey'd 
To Polybus his foſter-parent. Not long after Thodess 
X Infeſted by the Sphinx, her ſubjects mourn'd 
By that dire monſter lain. By Herald's voice 
This evil to avert, my brother Creon 
X Offer'd my hand, with this imperial ſceptre, 
To him who ſhould expound the dire enigma, 
Deliver'd by the Sphinx, and from that peſt 

The city free. By chance, my ſon arriving, 
The riddle ſolv'd; for which important ſervice | 
Done to the country, he was ſoon proclaim'd, | | 
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With univerſal voice, the king of Thebes, 
An honour due to his ſuperior wiſdom. 
Then, horrid to relate, his mother marry'd ! 
2X7 Vnknowing of his crime; and I was ignorant 


That I committed inceſt with my ſon. 

Two ſons, dire fruits of theſe unhallow'd nuptials, 
To him I bore; the brave Eteocles 

And Polynices, and two beauteous daughters, 

Y The youngeſt by her father call'd lſmene ; 

1 B 2 
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The elder nam'd by me Antigone. 
But when the wretched Oedipus diſcover'd 
That he was huſband to his mother, fill'd 
With horror at his crime, in wild exceſs 
Of madneſs and of rage, he with his nails 
Tore out his eyes. His ſons, who now had reach'd 
The ſtate of manhood, their poor helpleſs father 
Within a dungeon's dark receſs confin'd ; 
\ Endeavouring thus from every eye, the crime 
And their diſhonour to conceal. But yet he lives, 
| . And loads his ſons in bitterneſs of anguiſh e 
Tl: With dreadful execrations, and predicts 
Ft That they ſhall periſh by each other's hands, 
| 0 In cruel war engag'd, the empire torn 
1 [ By civil diſcord. To appeaſe the gods, 
— 1 And to avert the curſes of their father, 
My ſons agreed no more to live together; 
And, to avoid occaſion of diſpute, 
Their father's ſceptre weild alternate: 
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7 The younger, Polynices, then from Thebes 
I'M Withdrew, a voluntary exile ; while his brother 
#0 Sate on the throne, and held the reins of power, 


— 


But when his year expir'd, Eteocles, 

1 Pleas'd with the ſplendor of the regal ſtate, 

li M Refus'd to yield the crown to Polynices, 

14 i And drove him from his country. He to Argos, 
's Where great Adraſtus reigns, retir'd ; 

And, marrying that illuſtrious monarch's daughter, 

14 He now advances to the gates of Thebes, 

14 4 Supported by a numerous hoſt of Argives, 


P HOENISS A. 5 


To gain, by right of war, his father's kingdom. 
Wiſhing to reconcile this fatal feud, 

A truce I have obtain'd ; that Polynices 

May enter Thebes, and with his haughty brother 
Confer on terms of amity and concord, 

Ere yet the ſword is drawn. A meſſenger 

This hour inform'd me, he approach'd the city, 
« Oh thou, inhabiting the lucid domes 

« Of heaven, —immortal and all-ſeeing Jove ! 
To this, my prayer, oh, lend a liſtening ear ! 
Unite my ſons in bonds of laſting peace, 

And fave our finking ſtate !—If thou with eye 
Impartial doſt behold mankind, or aught 

Of our affairs can claim thy high concern, 

& Let us not ſtill be wretched ; let us feel 


Some happy change, ſome kind reverſe of fortune.“ 
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SCENE I 


GOVERNOR, ANTIGONE. 


GOVERN OR, 


Oh thou, thy, parents ornament and pride, 
Beauteous Antigone !—fince thy fond mother 
Has ſuffer'd thee to leave the Gunœceum, 

To gratify thy ſtrong deſire, to ſee 

The various armies, which ſurround our walls; 
Wait, I entreat thee, till I trace each path 

That to the palace leads, leſt any ſtranger 

On ſceing you might think that you tranſgreſs'd 
The ſtrict decorum of your rank and ſex, 
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And both your prudence and my care condemn. 
This done, I ſhall with brevity relate 

All I have ſeen, and heard, in yonder camp 

Or hoſtile Argives—for from them I came, 
Employ'd to ratify the ſolemn truce, 

Between the brothers—but I ſee no fign 

Of citizen approaching :—then aſcend 

Fearleſs theſe ſteps of fragrant cedar form'd; 
Behold thoſe verdant and extenfive meads, 
Water'd by fair Iſmenus, and obſerve 

What numerous armies fill the crouded plain, 


ANTIG ON E. 
Faithful old man ! while I aſcend 
Theſe lofty ſteps, aſſiſt me with thy hand, 


GOVERNOR. 
Receive it, virtuous and accompliſh'd princeſs! 
The Grecian army now begins to move; 
The leaders range their troops in ſeparate bands, 
Each under its peculiar chief, 


ANTIG ON FE. 
Great daughter of Latona ! 
Immortal Hecate ! behold the fields, 
With burniſh'd helms, and brazen arms, reſplendent ! 
GOVERN O R, 
Not unprovided, Polynices comes 
With numerous armies, and with ſkilful leaders, 
Chariots, i neighing ſteeds, and glittering ſhields, 


ANTIGON E. 
low: are the gates with brazen bars ſecur'd, 
The gates which guard Amphion's ſacred walls? 


GOVERNOR. 
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GOVERN OR. 
Fear not —for all within the walls are ſafe, 


Bee if you know the chief who neareſt ſtands. 


AN TIGO NE. 
Who? who is he, that with refulgent helm 
High tow'ring o'er the reſt appears? 
A brazen ſhield his manly arm ſuſtains, 


GOVERN OR 
One of the leaders, princeſs. 


ANT1GON E. 
Say, from what race this hero ſprings ; 
Inform me of his name and country. 


GOVERN OR. 
The realm of fair Mycenæ baaſts his birth; 
Near the Lernean lake his country lies; 
The king Hippomedon, renown'd in arms! 
ANTIGON E. 
How great and terrible his aſpect ! 
In motion and in look reſembling 
The giant offspring of the fruitful earth ! 
His painted veſt emits a various light! 
Radiant and ſplendid as the morning ſtar ! 
His figure and his dreſs is more than mortal ! 


GOVERNOR. 


Doſt thou not ſee the chief, who near the ſtream 
Of Dirce ſtands ? 


ANTIGON E. 


Different his dreſs and arms. 
Inform me who he is. | 


B 4 GOVERNOR, 


— . 


q 
. 
x 
\ 
3 
i 


— * 
* ad . 


Lt 


en Name 


— 
£ 
1 
= 
15 


0 p H OE NIS S E. 


GOVERNO R. 
The ſon of Oeneus, 
The pride and glory of the Oetolian race! 
The valiant 'Tydeus ! | 
ANTIGON'E. 
In marriage join'd 
To Polynices' conſort's ſiſter.— 
How ſtrange and. barbarous thoſe arms appear ! 


GOVERN OR. 
Thoſe you behold are fam'd Oetolia's ſons ; 
A warlike race! well ſkill'd to throw the dart; 
Or with extended arm ſuſtain the ſhield. 


ANT1GON E. 
How knoweſt thou theſe things, old man? 


GOVERN OR. 

Their different ſymbols on their ſhields I noted, 
When late I came from yonder hoſtile camp, 
And with thy brother ratified the truce : 
Remembering this, I know the various nations. 


| ANTIGON E. 
But who is he, who near the monument 
Of Zethus marches? On his ſhoulders flows 
A length of hair; and from his eye-balls dart 


Fierce flames; his air and manner ſpeak him ſprung 
From no ignoble race | 


GOVERN OR. 
A prince, Antigone. 
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ANTI1GON xk. 
How vaſt a multitude of troops 
His ſteps attend, radiant in brazen arms ! 


GOVERN O R, 
Parthenopeus his name—the ſon renown'd 
Of much-fam'd Atalanta ! 


ANTIGON E. 

But him I wiſh, while wand'ring in the woods, 
The immortal huntreſs with her dart had lain, 
When his great mother fell But now he comes, 
Threatening deſtruction to my native city. 


GOVERN O R. 
With juſtice on their fide, they now approach; 
And much I fear leſt heaven may aid their arms. 


ANTIGON E. 
Where, where, is he, poor youth, who ſprung 
From the ſame parents as myſelf, 
With fates averſe !—Tell me, old man, 
Where I may find my deareſt brother 
The brave, but moſt unhappy, Polynices. 


GOVERN O R 

Where, thro' the ſhade, appears the monument 
Of Niobe's fair daughters See, he ſtands 
Near to Adraſtus ! 


ANTIG ON E. 

I ſee him !—but confuſedly 
His perſon ſtrikes my fight like morning dreams 
Which flitt before the ſickly eye of fancy. 
Ah! how I wiſh that through the fields of air, 
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Like yonder cloud, I could direct my flight, 
With wings expanded! and in theſe fond arms 
Embrace my much-lov'd and long-exil'd brother, 
And pour forth all my ſoul in tears of joy !— 
How glorious he appears in arms of gold ! 
Refulgent as the ſun when firſt he lifts 
Above the waves his crown-encircled head, 
And paints, with various hues, the orient ſkies ! 
: GOVERN OR. 

Under the ſanction of the public faith, 
Soon will this brother come to fill thy heart 
With love and joy. 


ANTIGON F. 
But who 1s that, his name and race, who drives 
Along the crowded plain a milk white car ? 


GOVERNOR. 

The Seer Amphiaraus,—Behold the victims 
His ſteps attend—whoſe ſable blood muſt flow 
In copious ſtreams, in honour to the gods. 


ANTI1IGON E. 

Oh thou great regent of the night! 
With radiant glory crown'd ! 
Fair daughter of the ſun ! whoſe golden beams 
The face of heaven illumine !—See with what art 
He guides his car, and reins his fiery ſteeds. 
But where is he, who inſolently threatens 
Deſtruction to the walls of Thebes, 
The warlike Capancus ? 


GOVERNOR, 


P HOENISSE@A. 


GOVERN O Re 
Near to yon lofty tower he ſtands 
And meaſures with his eye the ſtrength and height 
Of theſe aſpiring walls. 


ANTIGON E. 

Great Nemeſis ! and thou deep-ſounding thunder 
Launch'd from the hand of angry Jove !— 
Ye facred lightnings ! all-deſtroying 1lames ! 
Humble this haughty and preſumptuous man ; 
Who proudly threatens, in his arms confiding, 
Captive to lead to fair Mycenæ's city, 
And Lernæ's wat'ry fields, the Theban dames. 
Immortal and rever'd Diana! 
Offspring of Jove ! with golden treſſes crown'd ! 
Never ! Oh never! may | live to bear 
The chains of ſervitude ! 


GOVERN OR 


"Tis time that thou retire, great princeſs, from 
the walls, 


To thy apartments in the Guneczum, 

Now thou haſt gratify'd thyſelf with ſeeing; 
What thou ſo much deſired. For ſoon a croud 
Ot women will approach; and well I know 
The paſſion of the female ſex for news; 
Fond of enlarging on a flight occaſion, 
Scandal to propagate is all their aim, 


CHORUS. 
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12 PH OFEN ISS E. 
CHORUS. STROPHE. 


Leaving the Tyrian ſeo,, 
And fair Phcenicia, '2ver-fruitful land; 
I come, a ſacred gift. to thee, 
Oh Phcebus ! at t'ay ſhrine to ſtand. 
Where fam'd Parn: zffus rears its lofty head, 
Amid eternal in ows, 
Which its aſpi cing top encloſe, 
Beneath the woo fs their verdant branches ſpread. 
Thro' the Ionia n main, 
Which yield ed to our ſounding oars, 
We fail'd, :ind paſs'd the barren ſhores, 
Which bound Sicilia's ancient reign. 
Bright and fer ene the ſky appear'd ; 
The winds werre huſh'd; no ſound was heard, 
Except the m urmurs of the weſtern breeze, 
Which gently fann'd the curling ſeas, 


ANTISTROPHE. 


Choſe by my fellow-citizens, I come, 

An offterir,g to the God of Light! 
To this fair city—by the ſon 

Of great Agenor built, and ſee the height 
Of yon aſſ ring turrets, which adorn 

Theſe rc alms, in blood ally'd 

To Tyr e, from the ſame ſource deriy'd, 
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To ſerve as prieſteſs at the ſhrine 
Of Pt-cebus ; where, adorn'd with gold, 
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His radiant image J behold ! 

And now Caſtalia's fo unt divine 

Invites me, with her waters fair, 

To bathe my limbs, and bind my flowing hair 
The virgin's pride ! in honour to the god, 
Whoſe chariot rolls along the ethereal road ! 
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Oh! ye eternal fires ! 
Which on the ſummit of Parnaſſus ſhine, 
Where Phoebus” heavenly Seer inſpires 
His-oracles divine ; 
Where, with verdant ivy crown'd, 
Bacchus ! youthful god, appears ; 
Where the vine her branches rears, 
And ſhades the ſacred ground. 
On the bough's eternal glow 
Ripe fruits, and ſtreams nectareous flow 
Beneath. —Thou cavern rough with horrid ſhade, 
Where in ſpiral volumes roll'd, 
The ſerpent Python rear'd his head, 
Terrific arm'd with ſcales of gold ! 
Oh! could I now theſe ſylvan ſcenes among, 
Sacred to fair Latona's offspring rove, 
Join the bright choir of nymphs, and lead 
The mazy dance along the flow'ry mead ; 
Or in the temple raiſe the ſolemn ſong 
To thee, oh Phoebus! while each favourite grove 
Of thy lov'd mountain echo'd to my ſtrains. 
Then with what pleaſure ſhould I quit the plains 
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"Wu Of Thebes, where Dirce rolls her limpid waves, 
9 And where the fertile fields Iſmenus laves. 
STROPHE II. 
ö But now the angry God of War, 
+19 Thund'ring in his brazen car, 
5 4 Incites the youth to arms ; 
1 1 Breathing revenge, the Argive traih 
| 1 Lead forth their armies ori the duſty plain, 
} [ 0 And fill the city with their loud alarms. 
it g In thy misfortunes I muſt ſympathize, 
4 Oh Thebes ! with well-built turrets crown'd f 
* f | To thee united by the common ties 
1 Of friendſhip from the iſland far renown'd 
1 Of fair Phoenicia ſprung, we claim 
1 One common anceſtry the ſame 
0 wy - Our high deſcent from Io Argive fait, 
U In all thy labours I muſt bear a part, 
1-3 { Behold thy ſufferings with a pitying heart, 
N And all thy good and evil fortune ſhare. 
I} | 
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ANTISTROPHE II. 


A numerous hoſt the Theban walls invade, 


And clouds of ſhields diffuſe their horrid ſhade; 
Mars calls forth all his powers! 


The brothers breaſts with mutual hate inſpires 
Bellona fills them with her martial fires, 

And, iſſuing from the infernal bowers, 
The Furies with their ſnaky locks appear. 


I dread 
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I dread the anger of the powers above; f 
And thee, Pelaſgic Argos, too I fear. 
O'er the wide plains thy warlike legions move, 
Prepar'd to combat in the field of fame; 
While hopes of conqueſt every breaſt inflame ! 
See, in bright arms their gallant leader ſhine, 
Brave Polynices ! whoſe bold thoughts aſpire 
To wield the ſceptre of his hapleſs fire, 
He comes protected by the powers divine, | 
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PHOENISS E. 


ACT II. 


SCENE I. 


T POLYMNIC EK $ 


NCE more I touch my native ſoil ! Thebes, 


to receive me, 


Unfolds her wideſt gates! But yet I fear 


That this apparent kindneſs is diſſembled; 
Only to get my perſon in their power, 
And with the more ſecurity deſtroy me. 

I therefore turn my eyes on every fide, 
Suſpecting every object I behold ! 

My right hand arm'd with this brave ſword, in which 
My greateſt confidence I place—But hark ! 

What noiſe is that ?—Ah me! how every ſound 
Affrights my ſoul !—To thoſe aſpiring ſpirits, 

Who tread with vent'rous ſteps an hoſtile city, 
Nothing they ſee but bears the face of danger. 

But in my mother's words I might confide ; 

And yet I ſcarcely can.—At her requeſt 

I hither came, to talk on terms of peace. 

But lo! I ſee protection Where the fires 

Around thoſe altars blaze ; near the palace ſtands 
Not yet deſerted : then diſmiſs thy fears, 

* in the ſcabbard plunge thy glitt'ring ſword. 


Now 
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PH OE NIS SE. 17 
Now to theſe ſtrangers I muſt ſpeak :—You who ſurround 


This ſpacious edifice, ſay from what ſoil 
You come, for ſtrangers you appear. 


SCENE II. 
CHORUS. 
From fair Phœnicia's iſſe, I boaſt my birth; 
Sent by Agenor's warlike race, an offering 
To the Great God of Day ; and while I waited 
The orders of the ſon of Ocdipus, to go 
As prieſteſs to his holy ſanctuary, 
Before theſe walls appear'd a numerous hoſt 
Of hoſtile Argives.—But in thy turn inform me 
From whenee thon art, and what occaſion brought thee 
To Thebes' proud walls, with lofty turrets crown'd, 
PO LY.MKI-C-5--8. 
The wretched Oedipus I call my father; 
My mother, poor Jocaſta, hapleſs daughter 
Of Menæceus; and in Thebes I bear 
The name of Polynices. 


CHORUS. 


Oh thou deſcendant of the royal race 


Of great Agenor ! Thee, with bended knee; 
We now ſalute. Oh king ! in joyful hour 


Thou com'ſt ! thou com'ſt to bleſs thy native country 
After ſo long an abſence Now, Jocaſta, 


Our ever-honour'd queen !—leave the fair palace, 
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Driven from thy country by thy cruel brother, 


And every gate unbar !—PFor ſee he comes! 
Thy ſon ſo often wiſh'd ſo long defir'd !|—— 
Why this delay to hear his much-loy'd voice; 
An in thy tender arms embrace the youth, 


With all the fond affection of a mother? 


SCENE II. 


Enter Jo AS TA. 


er * N 1 - 1 5 


Jo GAS TA. 
Fair daughter of Phœnicia, when J heard 
Lour voice within the palace, then I came 
Faſt as theſe aged trembling limbs could bear me: 
After a tedious interval of time, 
Ot many days, of many ſleepleſs nights, 
Once more I fix my eyes on thee, my fon ! 
Ealbrace thy mother! and around my neck 
Throw thy fond arms, and join thy lips with mine, 
And let me bathe thy face with tears of joy ! 
Oh thou, my ſon, to my deſiring fight 
Reſtor'd, beyond all expectation ! 4 
Say with what words, ſay with what kind careſſes, 
Can I expreſs the joy I feel! 
Thou from thy father's houſe ſo long an exile, 
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How grateful thy return to all thy friends! 
Gratctul to all the Theban race! 

Frequent I mourn'd thee abſent; and my treſſes 
Cut oft, in memory of the ſad event ! 
My ſplendid garments laid afide, and clad - 
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In ſable weeds ! the joyleſs hours I ſpent, 


A prey to grief, within the gloomy walls 


Of this imperial palace ; where my huſband, 

The wretched Oedipus, of fight depriv'd, 

His hard captivity laments.—Sometimes 

His hands the fatal nooſe prepares ; 

Sometimes he wiſhes on his ſword to ruſh, 
Hoping in death at leaſt to find repoſe. 

His heavy heart diſtends with frequent fighs— 

He bitterly exclaims againſt his ſons, 

And loads them with his curſes—from the fight 
Of every human eye conceal'd. But thou, my ſon, 
Far from thy country, in a foreign land 

Didſt celebrate thy nuptials with a ſtranger. 

What grief and anguith this to thy fond mother, 


And how diſgracetul to the houſe of Laius ! 


Nor did I bear the flaming torch, or fing 

Gay hymeneals at the marriage feaſt, 

As it became a happy mother : 

Nor to Iſmenus' waters did I lead 

The new-made bride, and in the chryſtal ſtream 
Bathe her chaſte limbs: nor thro? the ſtreets of Thebes 
Reiterated ſongs of joy were heard : 

But all was fad and filent !—May the gods 
Avert theſe dreadful omens !—Whether death 

Or ruin to our royal houſe they threaten, 

Or whether heaven has ratify'd the curſes 
Pronounc'd by Oedipus—on me will light 

The greateſt ſhare of ſorrow. 


C2 CHORUS. 
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c HO R U Ss. 


Grievous the pangs of child-birth to our ſex, 
Yet all the female race are fond of children, 


* 


POLYNICE 5s. 

Not without ſome reluctance I approach'd 
This hoſtile city ; but the love we bear 
Our native country is a principle 
By nature fix'd in every human breaſt ; 
Thoſe who deny it ſpeak not what they think. 
With a variety of fears oppreſs'd 
I hither came—leſt my unnatural brother 
Had laid ſome ſnare to take away my life; 
I therefore wander'd thro' the city bearing 
In this right hand my glittering ſward—Around 
My glaring eyes were caſt ;—but yet thy faith, 
And this moſt folemn treaty, ſhould remove 
All my ſuſpicions. To my father's houſe 
Weeping, alas! I come; after a long 
And tedious abſence, once more I behold 
The palace, and the altars of the gods, | 
And the gymnaſtic courſe, and limpid ſtream 


Of Dirce, where my tender years 


Of infancy and innocence were ſpent. 

Unjuſtly driven from my native ſoil, 

A melancholy life I led, 

Inhabiting a foreign city. 

But thee I now bchold, my deareſt mother, 
Array'd in ſable robes, thy trefles cut, 

Thy viſage mark'd with tears, and I the cauſe 
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Of thy diſtreſs.— Ah, me! my other woes 
Compar'd with this were light. — Alas! Jocaſta, 
Feuds between near relations are the worſt, 
The moſt inveterate, moſt difficult 

To reconcile. But my hapleſs father, 

How fares he, poor old man, of fight depriv'd ? 
How fare my virgin ſiſters? do they mourn 
The exile and misfortune of their brother ? 


JoOcCcASTA 

The gods, upon the family of Oedipus, 
Pour the full meaſure of their wrath. 
Unhappy when I firſt brought forth a ſon, 
And more unhappy when that ſon was marry'd, 
In bonds inceſtuous join'd to me his mother. 
But why on this ſad ſubject ſhould I dwell ? 
Since to the laws which cruel fate ordains 
The race of man with patience muſt ſubmit. 
I wiſh to aſk thee ſome few queſtions, but I fear 
In that I ſhall but aggravate thy woes. 


POLY-KICH Ss: 
| Aſk what thou wilt, with pleaſure I will anſwer, 
Jo GAS TA. 
Tell me, are not the woes of exile great ? 
POLYNICE $. 
Greater than any language can expreſs. 


r 
In what confiſts the miſery of exiles ? 


POLYNICE $ 
To them it is forbid to ſpeak their thoughts, 


C 3 JocAsTA 
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JOCAST A 
That is a ſtate of ſervitude indeed! 


POLYNICE Ss. 
Oblig'd to bear the follies of the great. 
JOCGAST 4 
"Tis hard and grievous to ſubmit to fools, 
POLYNICE 5s. 
Greater indignities than this are borne. a 


JOCAST A. 
But hope ſtill flatters them with pleaſing proſpetts ; 


POLYNICES. 
Fond of indulging dreams of future bliſs. 


10 ASTA. 
Nor were, my ſon, thy expectations vain. 


POLYNICE 
Kind Venus on my wocs propitious ſmil'd. 
Jo As rA. 


Before this marriage how was you ſupported? 


| POLYNICE S. 
By means precarious and uncertain. ? 
].0 CA $ T As 
Did not thy father's friends aſſiſt thee ? 
PO Y NICO ES. 
Our friends deſert us in adverſity. 
JOCAST A 
Did onght avail thee thy illuſtrious birth) 


POLYNICE $S 


My rank could not ſuppart me in diſtreſs, 


JOCASTA 


P HOENISS A. 1 


al 


Joe ASTA. 
Deareſt to mortals is their native country. 
O LYNIe ES. 
To me, indeed, beyond expreſſion dear. 
Joe ASTA. 
Say what indue'd thee to repair to Argos? 


POLYNICE S. 
The oracle of Phœbus to Adraſtus. 


100 A1 1 4 
I underſtand not thy myſterious words. 
POLYNICES 
That prince commanded to a boar and lion 
To wed his daughter. 
JOCAST A 
But tell me, ſon, 
How could thoſe names of beaſts relate to thee ? 
POLYNECES 
Alas ! I know not—'twas the will of fate, 
10 e 48 1 . 
God is all- wiſe: but whence this fatal marriage? 
POLYNICE $ 
'T was night when to Adraſtus' coaſt I came. 
JOCASTA 
To aſk a lodging like a wandering exile, 
5 1 rn. 
True thy conjecture; and another exile 
At the ſame time arriv'd. 
C 4 JOCASTA 
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Jo AS T A. 
Who was he? 
I feel, poor man, for his misfortunes. 


POLY NI COE SV. 
Tydeus, the celebrated ſon of Oeneus. 


} 00A TA; 
Why did Adraſtus to thoſe beaſts compare you J 


POLYNICE Ss 
Becauſe in ſkins of beaſts we then were clad. 


10 e A TA. 
The ſon of Talaus, thus the oracle explain'd : 


P-OLYNTCE SS 
And to us gave the royal virgins. 


[0 CA-S'TA, 
And are theſe nuptials happy or unhappy : 2 


I never yet repented of my marriage. 


JOCA'sT 4&4 
But how could'ſt thou perfuade him with his army 
Thus to aſhit thee ? 


P.0.LYNx:C-E:4 
To Tydeus and myſelf Adraſtus ſwore, 
That to reſtore us to our native foil 
His every power he would exert.— Me firſt 
He wiſh'd to ſerve ; and many noble warriors 
From fair Mycenæ, and the neighbouring cities, 
His great allies, advance, and lead 


Their numerous armies to ſupport my caule ; 
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A ſad expedient, which neceſſity 

Alone can juſtify.— Ve powers divine! 

Witneſs with what reluctance and what grief 

I take up arms againſt my native country, 

And yet my dearer parents !—But Jocaſta, 

For thee it is reſerv'd to reconcile 

The once-fond brothers ; and to Thebes reſtore 
The ſweets of peace, ſo much deſir'd by me, 
So much the wiſh of all who love their country, 
This adage is moſt true. Among mankind 
Nothing is in ſuch high eſteem as wealth : 

A king without it is an empty ſhadow. 

'Tis for this cauſe I now advance to Thebes, 
And lead confederate nations to the war. 


CHORUS. 


But ſee, Eteocles himſelf advances, 
As if his thoughts were bent on peace ; 


Thee it behoves, Jocaſta, with thy words 


This feud to reconcile, and join thy ſons 
In ſtricteſt bonds of amity and concord. 


SCE. N 1 
Enter ET EO CIES. | 


EK T.E-0O CLE s. 
Behold, obedient to your high commands, 
I come, Jocaſta—bur, my mother, ſpeak, 
Say for what purpoſe !—for I left the walls _ 
Where 
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Where ſtand the chariots, and the warriors, arm'd 
For battle, and impatient for the fight, 

To hear thy terms of mutual peace and concord. 
Twas for this end, perſuaded by thy words, 
Within theſe walls my brother I recciv id. 


Jo ASTA. 

Precipitation, in affairs like this, 
Can never rightly judge Prudence requires 
The ſlow and ſober counſels of experience. 
Eteocles, diſmiſs that haughty look, 
Conceal thy furious and impetuous temper. 
Tis not the hated form of dire Meduſa 
Thou now beholdeſt, but thy wretched brother, 
Approaching to ſalute thee Thou in thy turn, 
My Polynices, look with kind regard 
Upon thy brother : for a fight like this 
May in your breaſts awaken a remembrance 
7 Of that fraternal love and tenderneſs 
j Which once you felt! At leaſt it will induce you 
To treat each other with greater kindneſs. 
Receive this counſel from the lips of one 
Who loves you both.—When friends who long have 
quarrel'd 
Are met to reconcile their mutual feuds, 
Then ſhould their thoughts alone be bent on peace, 
And every former injury and wrong 
Be buried in oblivion. *Tis to thee, 
My Polynices, to begin thy ſpeech, 
For thou approacheſt with a numerous army 
Of Grecian warriors to aſſert thy right, 
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Charging thy brother with injuſtice. May ſome god 


Decide the conteſt, and incline my ſons 
Once more to hve on terms of mutual friendſhip ! 


POLYNICE $ 
Simple and artleſs are the words of truth; 
No eloquence is wanting to adorn 
And give them force—but ſophiſtry is call'd 
To lend her ſpecious aid whene'er the cauſe 
Is wicked and unjuſt. I now declare 
My wiſh was always for the public good, 
And for our common intereſt !—To avoid 
The dreadful imprecations of my father, 
From Thebes I fled a voluntary exile; 
And to thy hands, Etcocles, reſign'd 
The royal ſceptre, with expreſs condition, 
That I ſhould wield it when thy year expir'd. 
The vile indignities I ſince have ſuffer'd 
did not then expect: with fire and ſword 
I never thought to waſte my native country. 
Theſe terms thou didſt approve, Eteocles, 


And call'd the gods to witneſs to the treaty. 


But in contempt of this moſt ſolemn promiſe, 

Thy head 1s now encircled with a crown, 

Which ſhould adorn my brows.—If yet thou wilt re- 
ſtore 

The ſceptre, which of right belongs to me, 

My numerous armies I will then diſmiſs, 


And in my turn the ſplendid throne reſign: 


All I defire and with is equal power. 


Accept theſe terms, or dread the events of war, 
yet 


— 22 
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I yet feſpect the walls of Thebes, and march 
Reluctant to deſtroy my native city. 

If tnis, my juſt demand, you ſhould refuſe, 
Arms muſt decide the right. —Witneſs, ye powers 
Divine! who know the juſtice of my cauſe, 
And the fincerity of my intentions, 

That I am driven from a throne unjuſtly. 
Theſe facts, my mother, I have now related 
In plaineſt diction, us'd no ſtudy'd words, 
The underſtanding to perplex, but ſuch 

As both the learned and unlearned know. 


CHORUS. 


* * * - F 
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Tho' in the realms of Greece I was not bred, 
Thy words appear to me replete with wiſdom. 


E TEOCLE S. 
If the ſame ſenſe among mankind prevail'd 

Of what was right and juſt, then ſoon would ceaſe 
War and diſſention. But in different men 
Variety of ſentiments is ſeen. 

In names alone we all agree. 

From thee, my mother, I will not conceal 

My inmoſt thoughts. To where the ſolar beams 
The orient ſkies enlighten, I'd aſcend, 

And ſcale the walls of heaven, or deſcend 
Beneath the centre of the fruitful earth, 

It by that means I could obtain a crown, 

The regal enfigns are ſo dear to me, 

Never can I reſign them to another. 
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How baſe and mean for me to live a ſubject 
After I have reign'd a king! and how inglorious 
To yield to the demands of one who comes 
With foreign arms to deſolate his country ; 
And how diſgraceful to the Theban race, 
And me their monarch, if I quit the throne, 
Aw'd by the arms of Argos, and reſign 

My crown to grace the haughty victor's head. 
It ill becomes my brother to advance 

With hoſtile armies to his native city ; 

And threat'ning war, propoſe his terms of friendſlip. 


What to his words I ſhould not yield, by force of arms 


Shall never be obtain'd.—That he reſide 
Within theſe walls, I willingly conſent. 

But having rul'd, I never will obey 

A brother's mandate !—I defy his threats; 
Let him with chariots fill the crouded plains, 
And neighing ſteeds,—the ſplendor of a crown— 
The regal pomp I never will refign. 

So ſtrong and ardent 15 my love of power, 
That I can ſacrifice the laws of juſtice 

To gratify that thirſt—in all, beſides 

Virtue and equity, ſhall rule my condutt. 


CHORUS. 


It is not right with ſpecious eloquence 
To gild the cauſe of rapine and injuſtice. 


JOCAST As. 
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JOCASTA 
Evils alone are not annex'd, my ſon, 

To hoary hairs ; experience is a bleſſing 
Peculiar to old age, and which conducts us 

Safe thro* the midſt of dangers, better far 

Than all the ſtrength and violence of youth. 
And why, Eteocles, wilt thou adore 

And give up all thy foul to dire ambition, 

Of all divinities the worſt! Alas! 

How many flouriſhing and potent cities, 

How many families, by her ſad influence, 
Have ſank to ruin! Yet her charms, my ſon, 
Tranſport beyond all bounds thy raviſh'd ſenſes. 
It is by far more fafe and honourable, 

To court that fair equality which joins 

The ſouls of friends, of ſoldiers, and of cities. 
That law which God has given to all mankind. 
The glorious orb of day refigns his empire 

To the dim ſhades of night; ſucceſſive reign 
Darkneſs and light, o'er all the wide creation, 
With equal ſway ; and yet thou wilt not yield 
Part of thy empire to thy younger brother ; 
Say, haſt thou quite forgot the laws of juſtice ? 
What is this throne tor which ſuch pains you take ? 
A fortunate injuſtice ! ſplendid miſery ! 

A ſhadowy greatneſs ! which but ill conceals 
The woes that rankle in a tyrant's heart. 
Heap wealth on wealth, and power advance on power, 
Say to What purpoſe will thy labours tend? 

A little will ſuffice to gratify 
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Our reaſonable wants and juſt deſires. 

Riches of right belong not to mankind, 

But as a gift from heaven, to be employ'd 

By them in acts of piety and virtue. 

Why need I ſay how oft the righteous gods 

Snatch from our hands the wealth we miſapply, 

And how inconſtant are the ſmiles of fortune. 

Or ſhould I aſk thee, which thou would'ſt prefer, 
The happineſs of Thebes, or fancy'd luſtre 

Of this conteſted throne, what could'ſt thou anſwer, 
Could'ſt thou accept it on ſuch bad conditions? 

If Polynices conquers, by the arms 

Of Argos aided, and the hoſtile troops 

Poſſeſs our city, then what woes will fall 

On wretched Thebes ! Our tender virgins ſnatch'd 
From their fond mothers arms, and captive led, 

Our country waſted, by a cruel foe ; | 
And this the fruit of thy ambition Thus wil! Thebes 
Severely mourn thy thirſt for lawleſs power. 
Now, Polynices, to my words attend ; 


Imprudent was Adraſtus, when he offer'd 


To reinſtate thee on the throne of Thebes: 

Thou, more imprudent to accept his offer, 

And lead a foreign force againſt thy country. 

Say, ſhould'ſ thou conquer Thebes, which may the gods 
Avert ! what trophies could'ſt thou raiſe, 
What ſacrifices offer to the gods, 

For this moſt glorious victory, obtain'd 
Over thy countrymen ? with what inſcription mark 


The ſpoils, near Inachus' reſounding ſtream, 


But 
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But this, & Theſe ſhields by Polynices won, 

« From Thebes, reduced to aſhes by his arms, 
«© To the immortal gods he conſecrates.“ 

Oh may thy name, my ſon, be never ſully'd 
With ſuch diſhonourable conqueſt. 

If Fortune ſmiles propitious on thy brother, 
And thou art vanquiſh'd, how canſt thou return 
To Argos, when thy friends are ſlaughter'd, 
And all our fields are covered with their bones? 
Will then Adraſtus friendſhip ought avail thee ? 
Can he repreſs the murmurs of his people ? 
Who doubtleſs will exclaim, Fatal the day 

«© When thou, Adraſtus, didſt contract alliance 
«© With Polynices ; to ſupport his claim 
We ſhed our blood, engag'd in war unequal.” 
Lou run a double danger, and may loſe _ 
Yuur Argive friends, and not obtain your object, 
The Theban fceptre. But reſtrain, my ſons, 
Your mad ambition, for whichever conquers 
Will nothing gain by his victorious arms, 

But ruin to his country and himſelf. 


CHORUS. 
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Ye gods, avert the miſeries that threatem 
This race unhappy, and incline the brothers 
To lend a liſtening ear to terms of peace. 
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E T EO C IL Es. 
"Tis now no time for vain diſputes, my mother; 
The hours, the important hours, too ſwiftly fly; 
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Nor can thy tears, or ſpeech pathetic, move 
My ſoul, determin'd in its firſt reſolve. 
Which is, that I retain the regal ſceptre: 
Peace on no other terms will I accept. 
Then ceaſe with milder counſels to perplex me. 
Thou, Polynices, inſtantly depart 
From this our realm, leaſt, lingering, death o'ertake thee. 
POLYNICE $. 
From what great hand muſt I receive my death ? 
What potent warrior, clad in radiant arms, 
Will ſtrike the blow, nor think himſelf in danger? 
ETEOCLE Ss. 
That man behold in me, and learn to tremble ! 
POLYNICE SV. 
Tremble! at what? too much proſperity 
Thy feeble mind elates, and makes it fond 
Of life—too fond to be courageous. 
ETEOCLE $. 
With Argive arms thou therefore think'ſt to fright 
me. 
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POLYNICE $. 
Prudence beyond ferocity prevails. 
ETEOCLE 5. 
But for the public faith, theſe words had been hy laſt, 
POLYNICE 5s. 
Once more the regal ſceptre I demand. 
E TE oO C LE S. 
"Tis mine by right, and 1 ſhall ſtill retain it. 
D POLYNICES 
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POLYNICE 5s. 
Only in part 'tis thine ; an equal right 
ETEOCLE 5s. 
No more diſturb me—inftantly depart. 


FOLYNICE.S 
Ye ſacred altars of my father's houſe ! 


«© TROCLES 
Which thou com'ſt here prepar'd to overturn. 


FO LT H..S 5% 


Oh! lend a liſtening ear to me your ſuppliant ! 


1 r ROCLE: 8 
Yes, they will hear a traitor to his country ! 


„ %% 3 3. 


Ye quod protectors of the ſtate of Thebes ! 


= I & 0 CL ES 


Thoſe gods thy perfidy deteſt. 
P-O-L-Y-M-I-CE vo 
Bchold me exil'd from my native country ! 
: 11 n 
And now prepar'd to deſolate that country. 


rn ien. 
Unjutly exil'd.—Oh ye righteous gods! — 

| | „E T ROG. 
Invoke the gods of Argos and Mycenæ. 


POLYNITCES 
Offend not heaven with thy impiety. 


.'ETEOCLES. 
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ETEOCLE s. 

At leaſt I bear not arms againſt my country. 
POLYNICE $. 

From my paternal throne by thee expell'd ! 
ETEOCLE Ss. 

Beware; I ſcarcely can command my paſſion. 


POLYNICE Ss 
My father ! could'ſ thou hear theſe cruel inſults ? 


r n n. 
And likewiſe hear what glorious ſchemes you form. 


POLYNICE S. 
And thou, my deareſt mother ! 


ETEOCLE S. 
Ceaſe to profane 
The name of mother. 


POLYNICE S. 
Dear native Thebes ! 


ETEOCLE s. 
Argos and Lernæ's wat'ry fields implore. 


POLYNICE SV. 
Fear not, I ſoon ſhall go; to thee, my mother, 
No language can my gratitude expreſs. 
ETEOCLE $. 
Once more depart. 
| POLYNICE S. 
Permit me to behold my wretched father 
Ere I depart, | 


D 2 E TEO LES. 


P HOENIS-A. 


E TE OC LE S. 


It muſt not be. 
POLYNICE $. 
At leaſt, permit me to embrace my ſiſters. 


ETEOCLE'S 
Thou never ſhalt behold them mote. 


POLYNICE $ 
Oh! my dear ſiſters ! 
ETEOCLES. 
Why name thy virgin ſiſters ? 
Thou, the great enemy to their repoſe. 
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p oO LTI NICE S. 
Farewell, my mother! may thy life be happy! 


Joie A8 T A. 
1 Happy, my ſon! a wiſh like that is vain. 
8 7 O L VNIC ES. 
| 14488 Alas! I am no more thy ſon. 
Jo ASN A. 
What new misfortune am I doom'd to ſuffer ? 
P O LY NI ES. 
Unworthy of that name while thus inſulted. 
E T E OC LE S. 
I too am groſsly injur'd. 
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POLY NIS ES. 
Where wilt thou fix thy ſtation in the battle? 


E T EO C LE Ss. 
Say for what purpoſe doſt thou aſk that queſtion ? 


POLYNICES 


8. 


hey js MS ET ff y 3% T4 8 * PS i 


r, e u 


£* N * 85 1 
N n g A ky 1 
1. - o\ 


= , * A 2 — - 
25˙ n A X 
Lien / ß... 


> 3 Aer NA? Bs 


PHOENISSA "+." m4 


| POLYNICE $. 
There E intend to meet thee. 


ETEOCLE S. 
I with thee to obſerve thy promiſe. 


JOCAST A 
Of mothers moſt unhappy ! Oh my ſons! 
What fatal reſolution have you form'd! 


E T EO (LES. 
The event will ſhew. 


JOCAST A 
Beware, leſt you accompliſh 
The dreadful imprecations of your father. 


POLY Ie. 
Periſh our wretched houſe ! 


KTEQOCLE Sf 
Firſt may I bathe this faulchion in thy blood, 


POLYNICE 

Oh, ſacred foil! to which I owe my birth, 
And all ye guardian gods I call to witneſs ! 
That thus diſhonour'd, from my country driven, 
And like a ſlave inſulted, tho' the ſon 

Of godlike Oedipus ! dear native Thebes! » 
'To me impute not this unnatural war, 

But to my brother, author of my woes. 
Unjuſtly from my father's throne expell'd, 

] come reluctant to mvade thy walls. 

Thy awful name, Oh Phoebus ! I invoke ! 

Ye ſacred altars ! never dying flames! 

Ye ſtatues of the gods, with garlands crown'd, 
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My father's houſe, my yet remaining friends, 
Receive my laſt farewell! - Perhaps theſe eyes 
May never more behold you—Tho' fond hope 
Flatters my ſoul, with pleaſing expectation, 
That heaven may favour my attempts, to ſnatch 
The regal ſceptre from my brother's hand, 

And teal the conqueſt with the tyrant's blood. 


B f CL 2 
Once more I order thee to leave my kingdom, 


CHORUS. STROPHE. 


Hither godlike Cadmus came 
From Tyre, inſpir'd with love of fame, 
Following the divine command ; 
Where on the meadow's verdant bed, 
The untam'd cow reclin'd her head, 
He fix'd his ſeat, and call'd the happy land 
Bœotia; as the oracle divine 


Foretold. The fields with golden harveſts ſhine, 


And winding thro' a length of meads, 
Reviving every flower that grows 
On its fair border, as it flows, 
Her filver current Dirce leads, 
Here Semele to mighty Jove, 
The youthful Bacchus bore, 
And firſt on this auſpicious ſhore 
We teſtity'd our love. 
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While yet a boy, around his head | 
A verdant wreath we twine, 

Their beauteous leaves the ivys ſpread, 
And ſhade his face divine, 

For thee we keep the feſtal day, 
Bacchus ever fair and young, 

With ſlender wands the virgins lead the way, 
And celebrate with dance and ſong 

Thy myſtic rites. —The matrons all around, 

With Evoe Bacchus, make the hills reſound. 


ANTISTROPHE. 


There the fiery dragon ſtood, ; 
Sacred to Mars, beſmear'd with blood, | 
Dire guardian of the hallow'd ground ; 
Where the verdant meads among 
The ſtream tranſparent roll'd along, 
He ſtalk'd, and threw his glaring eyes around. 
At him a ſtone the mighty Cadmus caſt, 
As near the fount the royal hero paſt, | 
Which bounding from his ſcales, within his fide 
He plung'd his glittering ſword. The blood | 
Came iſſuing forward in a copious flood, | | 
And with a crimſon ſtain the verdure dy'd. | 
The cruel monſter by his proweſs ſlain, 1 
Taught by Pallas, heavenly maid ! | | 
Sprung from Jove's immortaLhead, 
He ſow'd with dragon's teeth the fruitful plain. 
From the deep furrows ſuddenly aroſe 
An hoſt of warriors, arm'd with ſhield and ſpear, 
Who ſoon engaging like inveterate foes, 
Yield up their lives in this unnatural war, 
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The ſoil thus water'd by the dragon's blood, 
The ſacred ſoil ! where Cadmus rear'd 

The walls of Thebes, beſide the ſilver flood 
Of Dirce, while the gods declar'd 

Their approbation from a' golden cloud, 

Which beaming various light, refulgent glow'd, 


EPODE. 


Great Epaphus, illuſtrious hero! ſprung 


From beauteous Io and immortal Jove, 
To thee in barbarous ſtrains we raife the ſong, 
Expreſhve of our gratitude and love. 
Attentive liſten to thy ſuppliant's prayer, 
Deſerting heaven's empyreal height, 
With well-pois'd pinions cut the liquid air, 
And to the Theban ſoil direct thy flight. 
Oh! come, and ſave Bœotia's wide domain, 
Where thy great progeny have held their reign; 
Here once reſided, of the powers divine, 
Ceres, the friend of man, who taught the ſwain, 
With crooked ploughs, to tear the fruitful plain, 
And bade the fields with golden harveſts ſhine. 


And with her Proſerpine, divinely fair! 


Shed her bright influence o'er this happy ſoil ; 
Oh! may the goddeſſes but hear my prayer, 
And on this once lov'd country deign to ſmile, 
All things are eaſy to the power's that ſhine 
On high Olympus, deathleſs and djyine, 
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ACT III. 


SCENE I 


ETEoCLEs, ATTENDANTS, &e. 


ETEOCLE SV. 


O, call great Creon ! ſon of Menæceus, 
And brother to my mother, fam'd Jocaſta ! 

Tell him to come this inſtant, and with me 
Confer on what concerns the public ſafety, 
Exe we advance to battle, and expoſe 
Our crown and perſon to the chance of war. 
To fave thy labour, ſee, he now approaches, 
And in wiſh'd-hour the royal palace enters. 


SCENE II 
ETzoclts, CrEoON, 


| C R E ON, 
Wiſhing to ſee thee, king Eteocles, 
I've wander'd thro' the ſpacious town, and paſs'd 
The gates of Cadmus, where the royal guards 
Are plac'd, not doubting but to fihd you there. 


Ek TEO (LES. 
No leſs was my deſire to ſee thee, Creon: 


Uſeleſs 


42. PHOENISS#. 


Uſeleſs has been this interview—my brother, 
The terms I offer, with diſdain rejects. 


CRE O N. 
No wonder if his mind is fill'd 
With lofty views, confiding in the friendſhip 
Of great Adraſtus, and his Argive forces. 
But heaven alone ean give ſucceſs in war. 
What fills my ſoul with terror and diſmay, 
I now am come to tell thee, 


ET EOCLY Ss. 

What doſt thou ſay ?—I know not what you mean. 
i CRE ON. 

Late a deſerter from their camp arriv'd 


E T1 © CLE %. 
And what important news did he convey ? 


105 CREDON 
* He ſaid, the leaders of the Argive bands 
9 Were now preparing to inveſt the city. 
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1 ü r 1 n 
; Then let us arm the citizens of Thebes. 


_ 


i c R EO RN. 
1 Oh! gallant youth! thou wilt not. ſee thy danger. 
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ETEOCLE S. 
And near the walls give battle to the focs. 


CRE O N. 
Compar'd with theirs, our numbers arc but ſmall. 


— 4 


. 


ETEOCLES 5 
I know them to be brave in words alone. 
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CRE O N. 
Argos has always been eſteem'd in Greece. 


E TEO-CLE:S 
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E TE OC LE s. 
Fear not, I'll bathe the fields with hoſtile blood. 
CRE ON. 
I with thy power was equal to my wiſhes. 
E TEOCLE $. 
I can't confine my troops within the walls. 


And on a fingle battle riſque thy crown. 


r nin. 
What other meaſures would you then adviſe? 


CRE O N. 
Any but this :—endanger not thy perſon. 


2 


u r ern. 

What if at night I make a vigorous fally ? 
CRE ON. 

And fortune ſmiles, you may return to Thebes. 


ETEOCLE s. 
Darkneſs will favour this my bold attempt. 


n 


3 
— 


** N 8 #: A4 


Sn 


CRE OR. 
"Tis raſh and dangerous in the dead of night 
To ruſh to war, 


ETEOCLE äs. 
At ev'ning when engag'd 
At their repaſt, ſuppoſe I then attack them. 
CRE O N, 


That may diffue a terror thro' the camp, 
| But not inſure a victory. 
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ETEOCLE S. 


B 8. 
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ETEOCLE S. 
The fiream of Dirce, 


Rapid and deep, will eut off their retreat. 
CRE Ox. 
Let 5 firſt object be to guard the city. 


LTEOCLE S. 
If 1 attempt, with all my cavalry, 
To force their line 


CRE O N. 
The chariots of your focs will then farmed YOu. 


ETEOCLE $. 
What muſt I do?—Deliver up the city ? 


CRE OR. 
Not ſo ; but act with prudent caution. 


ETEOCLE SV. 
What 1s the wiſeſt meaſure to purſue ? 


c R EON. 
Seven valiant chiefs command the Argive troops. 
ETEOCLE $. 
And what of them ? 
CRE ON. 
Againſt the gates of Thebes 
Each captain leads a ſeparate band. 
LT RO CLE . 
Haw muſt I act ?—T will not yield myſelf 
A prey to black deſpair. 
n 0 


Oppoſe their captains with an equal number 
Of bold experienc'd leaders. 
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ETEOCLE B. 
Supported by a band of truſty troops : 
CRE ON, 
The beſt this city can produce. 
E T E OC LIE S. 
Thus to preſerve the city from aſſault. 
CRE O N., 
Let every leader chuſe a colleague : 
Two chiets are better far than one. 


z TH0CLE 
Muſt prudence, or muſt valour guide my choice ? 


| CRE ON. 
Confider both, for one without the other 
Will nought avail. 


ETEOCLE $. 
What thou adviſeſt ſhall be done; 
And inſtantly I'll give command to place 
Seven ſkilful leaders at the gates of Thebes, 
And thus oppoſe my foes with equal force. 
To name them, were in uſeleſs words to ſpend 
The precious hours, which call .aloud for action. 
Now when our enemies encompaſs round 
Our lofty walls, I go; nor ſhall this hand 
Suſtain a uſeleſs ſword, or bear aloft 
A ſpear unting'd in blood. — Oh ! that the gods 
May but permit me in the field to meet 
My cruel brother this, my faithful ſword, | | 
From its corporeal manſion, ſhall diſmiſs 
The traitor's ſoul, who now, with foreign arms, 
| Advances 
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Advances to lay waſte his native country. 
If fortune frowns, and in this fatal war 

J loſe my life, the nuptials of my fiſter, 
The fair Antigone, do thou regard : 

Let her be join'd in Hymen's ſacred bands 
To Hæmon, thy much-valu'd ſon; — for long the youth 
Has lov'd her with a pure and virtuous flame : 

Nor let my death retard their promis'd union. 

Thou art the brother of my mother, poor Jocaſta ! 
Few words are therctore wanting to induce thee 

To treat her with indulgence and reſpect, 

Both for thy ſake and mine. But my father, 

Who feels, alas ! the terrible effects 

Of his imprudence = of his fight deprivid— 

I cannot praiſe him for his grief he vented 

In bitter execrations on his ſons, 

Predicting war and death. I have not yet 

Conſulted ſage Tireſias on the event 

Of this important day. Do thou of him 

Enquire, and Menzceus ſend thy ſon 
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Of Polynices never ſhall be honour'd 
With funeral rites in this his native foil. 


þ Tireſias to conſult. With thee, Oh Creon ! ' 
i di The prophet will converſe, without reſerve. : 
„ 90 For me, I dare not fee him impious wretch, : 
15 I, who deriding his moſt holy function, 67 ; 
1 4 b His perſon have inſulted, and now dread 7 
bl Is His indignation. To thy hands, Oh Creon ! : 
i; Not My erown and ſceptre I refign.—But if I conquer | 
| 3h In this dire conteſt, then the breathleſs body . 
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Whoever this command ſhall diſobey, 

Shall ſuffer death, altho' to me united 

By friendſhip, and the ties of kindred blood. 
Theſe words to thee, Oh Creon! are addreſs'd. 
But, ſervants, haſte, and hither bring my arms, 
My helm, my ſhield, and death avenging ſpear. 
Now glory ſummons to the martial field, 

And dire revenge and victory's verdant wreaths 
Await my preſence.—I invoke thy power, 
Calm Prudence! to direct my arm in battle, 
And from deſtruction to preſerve this city. 


CHORUS. STROPHE. 


Why doſt thou, Mars, in ſcenes of blood delight ? 

And ruſhing furious to the war, 

Behold from thy reſplendent car, 

Contending mortals in the fields of fight 
Breath out their ſouls; nor can the joyous feat? 
Of Bacchus ſooth thy ſavage breaſt, 

Nor wilt thou join the virgins train, 

Whoſe radiant treſſes flow'ry chaplets bin 1, 
Which graceful float redundant in the wind. 

Or with thy voice the pipe's harmonious ſtrain 
Improve, while wond'ring crouds around 
Suſpended liſten to the tuneful ſound ; 

Inſtead of that, dire wars alarms 

Engage thy foul ; the Argive train, 
By thee incited, take up arms, 

And bathe with ſanguine ſtreams the Thcban plata, 
Amid the clamours of the liſted field, 
| Thy facred rights, imperial Mars, are held. 


Not 


— 
— * 2 — IS : 
* — — *. > 5 % KW — 1 I 
9 <= n EF 


RIG £7 
. 9 


a » — — g : 
* - 2 — 11 3 1 * 4 D $ + - 
7 * 4 22 - * . 42 * 3 

— 4 . A = * — — 

0 2 J * « = 4 — » — — 8 * . 4 L — — — — 8 — — 
| In, N - earn + ——p_ : - | ES — — 3 — 
2 U - * Fg * - „ * — LY - a 1 . — 2 2 ů — © - » > — — = 
_ 2 = — - * 5 — I - 6 F eee = 0 —4 1 - - _— T a, — — = — = — 
— D — — ” 2 8 n wi — Þ® . — t 5 | — 2 * * — x —__ > — — py — 1 2 2 2 - \ : =" I = 
. = : : o * * 3 „ , l ** T \ - "= — e 2 _ — 2 an 
” <p — 4 mr ; Big... + - - \ > — A 2 - — * — — — L — . — "= — 
_ | = _ — 2 5 of | 5 - — , SET . | = : 2 
— 2 2 * — 3 3 : = "2 1 — = — — Ja 
. , s — —— ws —— —— * * —— — 2 * , 1 
* "3 6 # A 2 — —_ « - . — . © © m—_ 4 h 5 _ — — — 
* 7 — —ũ——— — — . 1 "EST" = 7 * — * Se — N - — — == — — 
l 17 ” = > 2 4 > = a.” o — l 3 * — — aA — - a - S -= * — 
by —_ £7 - — % : - — . 
; l * E L "—_ = - "ST" Z : 

— > py 1 > wp — — - — — — — — * _ by _—_ the : #0: Ie N "rl * 5 — 8 — w 36 — * T — * * a Fe "IA 2 8. 

- " p Ly — = Ras © 4. Y RO py A — 8 — 2 * «© _ —- * * * _ 2 

— 1 - A 

9m l. — — — — a p 1 2 
=. s - — * — - 
— 7 g 
4 "a ""— 


a — * . r — 
. * . WM 3 
L . 1 . — * 


_ „ 
* * 
— — EI 
* 2 „ ” —— 
: n 5 * — — —— 
1 D = —— 
r 
r= 9 po" 23 , « - hoes — — 


b_ 
—- 
3 
LIES 


32 *. 22 - SAS 2 2 
— 9 A —— ——— — 
"I 2 N * Wing ts ts oth 4 —_—— ay 
> b * 
- - * * * — 
5 — — > ” - . 


FF a — 
— #5 - — — _ 4 — 
8 


4 2 PR 
1 — 
_ . 


The god, adorn'd with arms of gold, 


From burniſh'd arms; and ofer the fatal fields, 


Diſcord, dire goddeſs! of the powers below 
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Not with light ſpears thy favour'd votaries rove, 
Spears which circling ivy twine, 

Nor cloath'd in deer ſkins, round thy altars move 
In joyous dances ; but where chariots ſhine, 

By harneſs'd courſers drawn, I now behold 


Advancing to the filver ſtream 

Of fair Iſmenus ; he-inſpires 

The Argive troops, and fills with martial fires 
Each leader's breaſt, while dazzling ſplendors beam 


The troops beneath a canopy of ſhields, 
In ſolemn pomp advance againſt the wall 
Of Thebes, already nodding; to its fall. 


Moſt hateful, cruel author of the woe 
Which threatens Thebes ;—Ere ſince by. thee inſpir'd, 
The royal youths their kindred blood diſclaim, 
And by their feuds diſgrace the Theban name, 
With cruel rage againſt each other fir'd. 


ANT IST RO PH E. 


Oh thou, for beaſts of chace-renown'd, 

Sacred to chaſte Diana, ſylvan maid ! 

Woody Cithzron ! thou, whoſe tow'ring head 
The hunters with their dogs and toils ſurround. 


Why 


rd, 
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Why didſt thou, with indulgent care, 
The hapleſs ſon of great Jocaſta ſpare? 

Expos'd to periſh on thy verdant fide, 

His poliſh'd feet, adorn'd with rings of gold; 
Oh ! that the monſter, dreadful to behold, 

The Virgin Sphinx, had ne'er with cruel pride 
Approach'd theſe walls, and wide deſtruction ſpread, 
While Thebes beheld her nobleſt ſons lie dead, 

In beauty's bloom the youth expire, 

Sunk their eyes in endleſs night, 


Deſtin'd no more to bleſs their parents ſight, 


And all to glut the vengeful monſter's ire. 
This hideous peſt, from hell's extended reigh, 
Offspring of night ! to fair Bœotia's plain 
By cruel Pluto in his anger ſent ; 
Unhappy Thebes ! but more unhappy race 
Of Oedipus, to feel the dire diſgrace 

Of feuds domeſtic !—ſee the palace rent 
By civil diſcord ; in the fatal ſtrife, 

Behold a brother ſeek a brother's life, 

While his confederate troops he leads 


Againſt the ſoil which gave him birth, 


With fire and ſword invades his kindred earth, 
Where cool Iſmenus laves the verdant meads, 


The laws of nature ever are the ſame, 


And vice can ne'er aſſume the ſacred name 
Of virtue—nor can ſophiſtry conceal, 


With all its artifice, the pangs that dwell 


In wicked breaſts. —The powers that rule above, 
Theſe hated nuptials never could approve. 
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The offspring - ſprung from this inceſtuous bed, 
Puniſh'd for their father's crime, 
Expire, alas! before their time, 

By dire ambition to deſtruction led. 


E POD E. 


From this fair ſoil, as Fame reports, aroſe 

A race of heroes far renown'd, 

By Thebes with laſting honours crown'd, 
The dragon's teeth, dire cauſe of endleſs wocs 
(The fruitful ſource from whence theſe warriors came) 
Whoſe eye-balls flaſh'd intolerable flame, 

Whoſe rifing creſt all radiant ſhone 
With burniſh'd ſcales, which glitter'd in the ſun, 
The gods were preſent at the nuptial feaſt, 

When the royal Cadmus led 

The fair Harmonia to his bed, 

And the young bride and happy bridegroom bleſt. 
Struck by Amphion's ſacred lyre, 
The lofty walls of Thebes aſpire, 

By two fam'd ſtreams encompaſs'd round; 
Dirce, whoſe limpid current ſtrays 
Thro' the fair fields in many a winding maze, 

Her banks with verdant herbage crown'd. 
With gentle flow his courſe Iſmenus leads, 

And with his ſtream divides the fertile meads. 

From lo royal, but unhappy dame, 

We trace our ancient and illuſtrious line 
Of Theban kings—endow'd with worth divine, 
And ftill diſtinguiſh'd in the liſts of fame. 


But 
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But Fortunc's favours, never at a ſtay, 

Are ſcarce pofle(s'd before they pals away. 

Once plenteous harveſts crown'd theſe happy plains, 
Where now grim war with all its horrors reigns. 
Once martial trophies deck'd this lofty wall, 

Now girt with foes, and nodding to its fall. 


SCENE lll. 
TiRESIAS, DavcuTER or TIR ESTAS, CREON, Mixzcers, 


nnn. 

A little onward lead my wand'ring ſteps, 
My deareſt child, and with thy eyes direct 
Thy fightleſs father, grateful as the ſtar 
Of night to the forlorn and penſive mariner. 
Lead me the beaten road, and not thro' paths 
Craggy and rough; for know thy aged father 
Is blind and helpleſs. —With thy virgin hand 
Conduct me, and obſerve the various flight 
Of all the wing'd inhabitants of air, 

And each prophetic omen; and to thee 
I will explain the meaning of the gods. 
Oh Menæceus! noble ſon of Creon ! 


Say, have I far to go before I reach 


Thy father's houſe ? for long with weary feet 
Pre trod the tedious way—worn down with age, 
My trembling knees can ſcarce ſupport their burden. 


KK 2 CREON. 
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CR EO N. 

Fear not, Tireſias, thou haſt reach'd my houſe; 
Beneath whoſe hoſpitable roof thy limbs 
May find repoſe, for none inhabit here 
Beſides thy friends and thou, my ſon, behave 
With kind attention to this good old man: 
For 'tis the part of youth, with gentle care, 
The aged and infirm to ſoothe, and view 
The ills of life with ſympathizing heart. 


N T IRE S IAV. 
Say, for what purpoſe doſt thou want me, Creon? 


C R EON. 

Of that we are not forgetful; thou meanwhile 
Recruit thy fainting ſpirits and thy ſtrength, 
Exhauſted by thy long and tedious journey. 

TxRESIA 5s. 

Hither I came from great Erectheus' realms, 
And travell'd many a painful ſtep.—A war broke out 
Between Eumolpus and the State of Athens, 

In which the latter gain'd, by my advice, 

A glorious victory; and on me conferr'd 

A token of their gratitude—a crown 

Of gold—the firſt fruits of their ſpoils in war. 
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CRE O RN. 
Oh may this crown but prove a happy omen! 
A kind preſage of conqueſt and of glory ! 
For well thou knoweſt, Tireſias, what a ſtorm 
Hangs o'cr our heads, and threatens with deſtruction 
The ftates of Thebes.—Our king, Eteocles, 
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Clad in bright arms, now leads his valiant troops, 
To combat on the duſty plains, againſt 

The ſons of Argos; and commanded me, 

At parting, to conſult thee on the means 

To terminate our woes, and ſave the city. 


inn A. 

If this requeſt Eteocles had made, 
Eternal ſilence then had ſeal'd my tongue; 
But to thy faithful breaſt I may commit | 
The oracles of heaven.—Then know, that Thebes 
Has been accurs'd fince that unhappy hour 
When Laius on the queen begot a ſon, 
With heaven averſe, the wretched Oedipus ! 
The deſtin'd partner of his mother's bed. 
His loſs of ſight, the torments which he ſuffers, 
Are by the gods intended as a leſſon 
To all mankind—to Greece a ſad example. 
Long time his ſons the poor old man confin'd 
From every human eye, vainly expecting, 
By that expedient, to deceive the gods, 
Nor did they reverence their aged father, 
Or ſhew the flighteſt marks of filial duty, 


But kept him cloſe confin'd, The king, enrag'd, 


Utter'd againſt his ſons the bittereſt curſes, 

Dreadful to hear! while languiſhing he lay, 

Of liberty, of friends, of fight, depriv'd, 

And mortify'd by cruel inſults. 

What did I not attempt to ſoothe their rage, 

And bring them to their duty ? Bur, alas ! 

Fruitleſs were my endeavours : nought I gain'd 
| E 3 
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But their contempt and hate.—But now I ſee 
With haſty ſtep grim death advance I ſee 
The brothers by each other's hand expire, 


Engag'd in battle! 


On the enſanguin'd plain 


Myriads of warriors fink in endleſs night, 
Argives and Thebans mix'd in wild diſorder ! 


This day to Thebes will prove a day of 
Oh my dear native, but unhappy, city ! 


mourning z 


I ſee thee on the brink of ruin. To avert 


Thy fate, one way alone remains. 

Thus did the oracle of heaven declare 

Its awful purpoſe. Thebes, to be happy, 
Muſt never have a citizen or king 


Of the deteſted race of Oedipusa race 


Accurſt and hated by the gods—whoſe crimes 
Will bring deſtruction on their native land. 


Already have we diſobey'd the gods; 


And now, too late, our raſhneſs we repent. 
But yet I know of one reſource—one way to ſave 


Our hapleſs city—but I dare not tell it. 


Prudence has fix'd a ſeal upon my tongue. 


A remedy ſo dreadful, by theſe lips 
Muſt never be reyeal'd, leaſt I offend 


The ruling powers; and now I go; farewell ! 
When this proud city ſhall be laid in duſt, 


Can I complain of fate, if I expire 
With thouſands in the general ruin? 
CRE OR. 
But ſtay, old man. 


TIRESIAS, 
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TIR E S IAS. 
Detain me not. 


CRE O N. 
Why from my preſence wilt thou fly ? 


TikKES14s 
Thou art deſerted not by me, but fortune, 


CRE O N. 
Say, by what means can I preſerve the city ? 


T16321A%:: 
This fond defire thou ſhortly wilt repent. 


CRE O N. 
Repent of what ? of having ſerv'd my country ? 


IRE S IAS. 
How ſtrong thy wiſh to know what will afflict thec 


CRE O N. 
My country's welfare every thought engages. 


TIR ESIAVSũ. 

Then thou ſhalt hear the dreadful oracle. 
But firſt inform me if thy ſon is preſent, 
Young Menzceus, he whoſe faithful hand 
Hither conducted me. 


c R EON. 
Near you now he ſtands. 


F ne. 
While I relate the oracle, tis proper 
That he retire. 
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CRE Ox. 
But why, Tirefias ? 
My ſon the ſecret never will reveal. 
T1833 31-4. 
And muſt I then diſcloſe it in his preſence ? 
CRE O N. 
The hearing it will fill his ſoul with pleaſure. 


1 1 1 1 1 4 
Then to my words attend, while J relate 
The ways of heaven, myſterious and obſcure. 
If thou art willing to preſerve the city, 
By royal Cadmus built, thy ſon muſt die, 
A ſcli-devoted victim for his country: 
Harſh and ſevere is this decree of fate. 


CRE O N. 

What cruel words, oh Prophet! haſt thou utter'd. 
TIRESIA 8. Ra 

What heaven ordains obey without reluctance. 


ae i e / IR EEE. 


hpi x” party — 


S R EON. 
Thy words, tho' ſew, are full of miſery. 
T-IR ESTAS 
To thee perhaps ; but to thy country tidings 
Of joy and comfort, | 
CRE ON. 
Alas! I know not 
Or what to think or ſay—farewell my city! 
TEIR-LO1-4þ 
How ſoon thy ſentiments are chang'd, oh Creon ! 
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CRE Ox. Þ 
Depart in peace ; I want not thy advice. 1 
TERESI A 5s, 1 
Tho' thou art wretched, truth is ſtill the ſame. 
CRE O N. 
By this right hand, and by thy hoary hairs, It 
I now conjure thee | 
TIRESI A 5s. 0 
Ceaſe to ſupplicate: jt 
No power on earth can mitigate thy doom | 
CRE O N, 4 
At lcaſt conceal the ſentence from the Thebans. 1 
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TIRESTA 
I dare not do it; in a caſe like this 
Silence is criminal, 
CRE O N. 
What would'ſt thou have me do—deſtroy my ſon ? 
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Say, for what daring crime offended heaven |! 
Has paſs'd this cruel ſentence on my ſon * 1 
1 1a. 4 
To this thy queſtion I will give an anſwer. | 
In the dark cave, the horrid habitation 9 
Of that dire dragon, who with flaming eyes 
Guarded the hallow'd fount of Dirce there thy fon 
Muſt die, and with his blood appeaſe a 
The infernal powers, avert the fatal wrath t 
| Of 1 
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Of Mars, againſt the race from Cadmus ſprung, 

Who threatens vengeance for his dragon ſlain. 

Theſe rites prform'd, the Godhead then will ſmile 

Propitious, and in war appear 

Your great protector. —As the fertile earth 

Her annual treafures yields, where grain 1s ſown, 

With vaſt increaſe, the golden cars ariſe 

The next ſucceeding harveſt ; thus with blood 

The land was ſown, with blood muſt be appeas'd. 

When Godlike Cadmus plough'd theſe fertile fields, 

And ſow'd the dragon's teeth, from the deep furrows 
ſprung | 

A hoſt of warriors, bright with burniſh'd arms, 

A race devoted to the God of War; 

Who now demands thy ſon his fated victim, 

Thou art deſcended from the dragan's blood 

By both thy parents : but thy younger ſon 

From this dire ſacrifice the God exempts, 

Becauſe his nuptial hour approaches; tho' the rites 

Are not yet ſolemniz'd.—Thee, Menzceus, 

The God requires to ſhed thy generous blood 

Before his altar—Thus wilt thou preſerve 

Thy native city from impending ruin. 

For great Adraſtus and his Argive warriors 

Procure a fad return ; before their eyes 

Preſent the horrid forms of death and ſhame : 

While Thebes ſhall riſe in glory—by the yoice 

Of Fame extoll'd to all ſucceeding ages. 

Then make thy choice—preſerve thy native city— 

Or, deat to every generous ſentiment, extend 


'The 


M 89 
Na e 


PH OE NIS S AF. 


The forfeit life of Menæceus.— Having told 
The will of heaven, *tis time that I depart. 


Then lead thy father home, my deareſt daughter: 


Weak 1s that man who wiſhes to obtain 
The gift of prophecy.—If he relate 
An oracle diſpleaſing, then his friends 


Treat him with indignation and contempt. 


Or if he ſoothe them with a flattering tale, 
Then are the gods offended, - Pheœbus himſelf 
Alone ſhould prophecy, unmov'd alike 

By hopes or fears. 


CHORUS. 


Why art thou filent, Creon ? ſay, does grief 
Refuſe an utterance to thy words? For me, 
Aſtoniſhment bereaves me of the power 
Of reaſon and reflection. | 


CRE O N. 

What can I ſay ?—Too well I feel the force 
Of this dire prophecy !—Never ! Oh never ! 
Will I conſent to ſacrifice my ſon 
To fave from ruin this devoted city! 

The love of life is natural to mankind; 

And who can bear to ſhed his children's blood? 
For by that horrid and unnatural action, 
Inſtead of glory, ſhall I not acquire 

Eternal infamy ? Behold me ready 

Here to refign my life, and by my blood 
Make an atonement for my country's crimes, 
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But thou, my ſon, before the city knows 

This dreadful oracle, in haſte depart, 

And leave the Theban realms ; for ſoon Tireſias, 
His courſe directing to the ſeven gates, 

The princes and the leaders will inform 

Of heaven's ſevere decrees ; by ſpeed alone 
Canſt thou eſcape.—If thou delay, grim death 
Will ſoon o'ertake thee. 


MEN@ACE VU Ss. 
Where can I fly? what city will receive me? 


CRE O N. 
Fly to ſome region diſtant far from Thebes. 


M EN R C EUS. 
Say, to what place ?—do thou direct my courfe, 


CRE O N. 
Firſt ſeek the Delphic city. 


MENACE U $. 
Where next ? 


| ER E 0 N. 
To fam'd Ætolia's realms. 


M ENA C EUS. 
There muſt my wand'rings end. 


CRE ON. 
From thence proceed 5 
To the Threfprotian land. 


MENACE usGVs. 


And ſacred grove 
Of fam'd Dodona. 
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Let nought delay thy lingering ſteps. 
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CRE O N. 
Right haſt thou judg'd. 


M EN AEC E usSV. 
But who will be my guardian and protector? 


e RRE OR. 
The gods will till be preſent to thy aid. 


MEN ACE U $ 


But by what means ſhall I ſupport myſelt ? 


e R E OR. 
For that will J provide. 
MEN@©CE VU $ 
Accept, my father, my fincereſt thanks, 
; CRE ON. 
Then go, and loſe no time. 


MENACE US. 
Firſt muſt I ſee 


The queen Jocaſta, in whoſe faithful arms 
My tender years of infancy were ſpent ; 
What time my mother dy'd, and left me 
A wretched orphan hanging at the breaſt, 


\ 


Permit me to return the fond affection 
With which ſhe bred me, like a ſecond mother, 
Then will I leave the city, © 


e R EON. 
But haſte away, 


Exit Creon. 


MENACE US. 
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M EN Xx C EuSVS.t 
Virgins obſerve what artifice I've us'd 

My father to deceive, reſolv'd to follow 7 
What heaven and fate decree, My father wiſhes 
To ſend me far from Thebes, and thus deprive 
The city of its only hope of ſafety ; 
And to eternal infamy my name 
Conſign. But he, poor man, deſerves 
A pardon, led aſtray by tenderneſs 
Parental—but for me, what hope 
Of mercy, or forgiveneſs, ſhould I now 
Betray that country, to whoſe kind protection 
I owe my life. Then know, that I reſolve 
To die, and by a glorious death preſerve 
From ruin this devoted city. 
Shameful it were, while many noble youths; 
Impell'd not by the dire commands of heaven, 
By oracles untaught, advance to battle 
Before the walls, and ſhed their generous blood, 
Expiring glorious in their country's cauſe. 
If I, a traytor to my father's houſe, 
And my yet dearer country, ſhould retire 
From Thebes to lengthen out my ſpan of life; 
Should I not be deteſted and abhorr'd 
By all mankind, as one whoſe coward ſoul 
Ne'er felt a generous impulſe? No; by great Jove, 
Who dwells amid the ſtars, and thou dire God, 
Who ruleſt the fate of war, imperial Mars, 
At whoſe command the fruitful earth produc'd 
Arm'd warriors, deſtin'd ſuch thy will to rule 
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The Theban State. But now I go to meet 
My fate; and ſtanding on the lofty walls, | 
From whence the higheſt battlemeuts aſpire, I 
I'll boldly ruſh on death ; and in the cave, N 
The dragon's habitation, end my days; q 
For ſo the Seer commanded—thus from ruin | 
Shall I preſerve my country. *Tis refolv'd ; 
I go, and yield my life ! no trifling gift, 
To thee, my native Thebes, averting thus 
The anger of the gods. — Would all aſpire, vt 
Attentive only to the public welfare, If 
Like me, to purchaſe everlaſting fame, 
Forgetful of all ſordid views of intereſt, 

Few evils would diſturb the peace of cities, 
And all the race of man be free and happy. 


CHORUS STROPHE. 


Oh that fierce monſter, who receiv'd her birth 
From hell's dire vipers, and the fruitful carth, 
To Thebes, ſad author of unnumber'd woes, 

A virgin's neck and breaſt alone reveal'd, 

Her ſpreading wings and furious claws conceal'd, 
When from the deep, at heaven's command, ſhe roſe. 
From Dirce's pleaſant banks the youth ſhe drew, 

Sooth'd by the magic of her artful ſtrains, 
Thirſting for blood, the flower of Thebes ſhe flew, 

And fill'd with grief the fair Beeotian plains. 
Cruel that god, who in his anger ſent | 
This furious monſter as a puniſhment | Þ 
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To the Cadmean race. Oppreſt with pain, 


Tears ſtream'd from every eye. The mothers mourn'd 


Their ſons unhappy ſlain; the virgin train 
The melancholy notes return'd. 


In every houſe the cries of woe were heard, 
Reſounding far and wide; while ſome preferr'd, 


In bitterneſs of grief to heaven their prayers, 


Running thro” every ſtreet.—Deep as the ſound 


Of thunder, breaking on the liſt'ning ears, 
The cries of grief from every part rebound. 

Whene'er the virgin peſt devours her prey, 

Some youth depriving of the light of day. 


ANTISTROPHE. 


At length, inſpir'd with noble love of fame; 

By Phoebus ſent, the godlike hero came, 
Unhappy Oedipus ! whoſe {kill divine, 

Solving the Sphinx's fatal riddle, freed 

The city from that peſt—but ſoon ſucceed 
Unnumber'd woes to all the royal line; 

The queen Jocaſta's love, the fatal prize, 
For this moſt glorious victory obtain'd, 

To her united in inceſtuous ties, 


That horrid crime the Theban city ſtain'd; 


Againſt his ſons he bitter curſes throws, 
And fad predicts a cruel train of woes. 
But let us in harmonious lays, 
Great Menæceus, valiant youth! admite, 
Who nobly dies his country's fame to raiſe, 
Leaving his friends and melancholy fire, 


Behold 
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While victory's verdant wreaths his fall attend. 

Oh may our nuptial bed be crown'd 
With ſons like him, with worth ſublime, infpir'd | 

Cadmus, with dragon's teeth, firſt tow'd the ground, | 
By thy command, Oh, great Minerva, fir'd ! 

From that unhappy act, alas ! aroſe {| 

This hideous peit, and all the Theban woes, 


: 
Behold him now the lofty walls aſcend, 
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M ES 3 EN G E R. 


PEN the gates, and lead me to Jocaſta; 

Once more 1 call But ſee, the queen appears! 
Illuſtrious ſpouſe of royal Oedipus! 
Suppreſs the ſecret anguiſh of thy ſoul, 
While I relate the fortune of the battle, 


16 e 4A 1 A. 

Thou com'ſt the bearer of unwelcome tidings; 
Perhaps Eteocles is dead! for near his perſon 
Thou fix'd thy ſtation, and with him engag'd 
Amid the thickeſt fight, where rage our focs : 
Say, is he dead? or does my ſon ſurvive 
The fatal conflit ?—let me hear the truth. 


MESSENG E R. 
Fear not for that; thy ſon is ſtill alive. 


10 A rA. 
Say, do our lofty walls remain entire? 


M ESS EN G E Re 
The walls of Thebes continue yet unſhaken. 


100 435 1 4. 
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Io ASTA. 
Did they not ſuffer from our Argive foes? 


M ESS EN G ER. 
They were in danger, but Cadmean Mars 
Our cauſe eſpous'd, and from us turn'd aſide 
Mycenæ's hoſtile darts. 


10 r Ar. 
By all the gods, I now conjure thee, tell me 
It thou know'ſt ought of Polynices—Does the youth, 
Dear to my ſoul, behold the orb of Day ? 
M ESS E N G E R. 
Thy ſons, illuſtrious qucen, are both alive. 


Loe AIT A. 

Bleſſings for this thy joyful news await thee, 
But now inform me by what means our foes 
Were from the walls expell'd ; that I may tell, 
When home I ſhall return, the blind old man, 
My wretched huſband, that the city's ſafe, 
And with the grateful news relieve his mind. 


M ESS EN G ER. 
After the ſon of Creon (Who expir'd 
A glorious ſacrifice to ſave his country) 
The lofty walls aſcended, where he held 
His ſable-hilted ſword, and in his breaſt 
The fatal weapon plung'd, to expiate thus, 


By his pure blood, his guilty country's crimes, 


Thy ſon, Eteocles, firſt gave command 
To ſeven brave leaders, at the gates of Thebes 
To fix their ſtation, From the city pour'd 
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His numerous armies, horſe to horſe, 

And foot to foot conjoin'd. Meanwhile our foes 
In filent order move, their camp deſerting 

And fair Teumeſſus heights. Along the plain 
Their radiant armour gleam'd ; and now they reach'd 
Our lofty walls, when joyful Pæans rung 

Thro' both the hoſts, and the ſhrill trumpet's clangor 
Reſounded far and wide. —Firſt to the gate, 
Nam'd from Neiodas, his warlike troops, 

Beneath a canopy of glittering ſhields, 
Parthenopzus led, the ſon renown'd 

Of much-fam'd Atalanta, ſylvan maid ! 

Upon his burniſh'd ſhield all radiant ſhone 

His mother's great exploits! The Mtolan boar, 
Pierc'd by her arrow, ſtretch'd along the plain. 
To the Prætean gate Amphiaraus 

Advances, bearing in his milk-white car 

The victims deſtin'd to appeaſe the gods. 

His ſhield, unmark'd with any warlike ſymbol, 

In modeſt dignity he mov'd along. 

The king, Hippomedon, his ſtation fix'd 

At the Okgygian gate; his brazen ſhield 
Adorn'd with various figures. Argus ſhone 
Plac'd in the centre, with his hundred eyes, 

Part clos'd in fleep, like to the ſetting ſun ; 

Part lixe the dawn of day, their radiance wide 
Diffus'd, and even in death retain'd 

Their living graces. Tydeus next appear'd 

At the en gate A lion's hide, 

Horrid with briſkly ſpears, hung o'cr his ſhield; 

| Where, 
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Where, by the artiſt's hand engrav'd, the form 
Of ſage Prometheus ſtrikes the wondering eye. 
His right hand bears a torch, illuſtrious fizn 
Of his intention to deſtroy by fire 
The Theban city. Next his valiant troops 
To the Crenean gate, thy younger ſon, 
Brave Polynices, led: the wond'rous tale 
Ot Potnian Glaucus grac'd his ample ſhicld. 
Check'd in their wild carcer, the mad'ning ſtceds 
Seem'd on the borders of the ſhicld to rage. 
Nor leſs renown'd by Fame for martial deeds, 
The valiant Capancus next advanc'd, 
His troops conducting to Electra's gate; 
His radiant buckler grac'd with various figures ; 
There, rifing on the ample convex, ſhone 
An earth-born giant, whoſe broad ſhoulders bore 
city, from its deep foundation raz'd: 
To us a ſignal of his dire intent 
To waſte our city, and enſlave her ſons, 
At the Hebdomian gate Adraſtus laſt 
Appcar'd, the hydra's horrid form, 
The hundred twiſted ſerpents wreathing round 
Her body, on his ſplendid ſhield engrav'd, 
Which on his arm he bore : a ſymbol dire 
Of Argive arrogance, —The glitt'ring dragons 
Scem'd from the walls to ſnatch the Theban boys, 
And craſh them with their teeth: theſe things theſe 
eyes 
Beheld, commiſſion'd to convey the orders 


From the ſuperior to the other chiets, 
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And now began the fight With clouds of darts 
The air was dark'ned! fragments of maſſy rocks, 
From the aerial battlements, were roll'd 

On the beſiegers heads; who, now repuls'd, 
Thought of retiring ; when the valiant Tydeus, 
With Polynices, ſuddenly exclaim'd ! 

« Ye ſons of Greece, no more in diſtant fight 

* Employ your ineffectual darts, but ruſh at once 
« Horſes and chariots, and the light-arm'd foot, 
«& And with united force attack the city.” 
Theſe words reviv'd the foldiers drooping ſpirits, 
And every boſom glow'd with martial ardour ! 
And now enſu'd a horrid carnage ! Warriors hurl'd 
From their high cars, lay gaſping in the duſt ; 
Some from our walls, with headſtrong fury fir'd, 
Ruſh'd on the foe, and flew to certain death! 
The arid fields were crimſon'd o'er with blood. 
When Arcas, Atalanta's valiant fon, _ 

Came like a furious whirlwind on our gates, 
And call'd aloud for torches to deſtroy 

Our towers, and level with the ground 

The Theban city; while he furious rav'd, 

Brave Periclemenos, the mighty ſon 

Of Ocean's azure monarch, threw a ſtone, 

Torn from the battlements, which on his head 
Deſcended, and the glittering car 

The mafly fragment fill'd; the folid bones, 


Daſh'd by the blow, commix'd with brains and blood; 


lis clotted hair hung looſe ; while life deſerts 
is languid limbs; and nought avail the youth, 


His 
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His huntreſs mother's fame, and high exploits. 


Soon as we ſaw the gate ſecur'd, thy ſon, 
Eteocles, with youthful ardour, flew 

To all the other gates, and by his preſence 
The fainting ſoldiers chear'd. The prince's ſteps 
At diſtance I purſu'd, and ſaw great Tydeus 
Surrounded by a numerous hoſt of warriors, 
Arm'd with Ætolian ſpears, which at a tower 
With unremitted rage they threw : 

Our troops gave way; when brave Eteocles, 
Like to a ſkilful hunter, with his voice 
Rally'd their ſcatter'd forccs, and recall'd 
Their drooping courage. To another gate 
We then proceeded, But what words can give 
A faint idea of the impious rage 

Of Capaneus; in his hands he bore 

A ladder, which againft the walls he plac'd, 
And proudly boaſted, that not Jove himſelf, 
Tho' with his thunder arm'd, ſhould ſtop his courſe, 
Or ſave the city, deſtin'd by his tury 

To ſink in duſt! Meanwhile, amid a ſhower 
Of darts and ſtones, the ladder he aſcended, 
Beneath the ſhelter of his ample ſhield, 
Falſely ſecure, And now his feet had gain'd 
The higheſt battlement, when, from above, 


Jove with his light'ning ſtruck him to the ground. 


Loud thunder roar'd ! the earth herſelf gave ſigns 
Of terror, iſſuing from her hollow womb 


| Hoarſe murmurs; and amazement fill'd 


The Argive hoſt, when they beheld his limbs 
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Torn and disfigur'd—and his blaſted hair 

Borne by the winds aloft—his purple blood 
Flow'd on the earth—in giddy motions whirPd 
His body, like Ixton on the wheel 

The flames conſum'd. But when Adraſtus ſaw 
That Jove gave figns of wrath, the Argive troops 
From the high walls he led. Our hoſt, with joy 
Elaced, on the right beheld 

Propitious figns, and, ruſhing on the foe, 
Chariots and horſes, with redoubled fury, 
Renew'd the fight. Now wild diforder reign'd, 
Chariots on chariots roll'd, and ſteeds on ſteeds ; 
Cruſh'd by the fervid wheels, the warriors lay 
In agonizing pangs, and all the plain 

Was cover'd with the bodies of our foes. 

Thus for the preſent have we ſav'd the city. 
What future ill, or happineſs, awaits 

Our country, to the immortal gods belongs. 


CHORUS: 


Pleaſing the ſound of victory if obtain'd 
In any other cauſe, I ſhould be happy. 


FOCAST: A. 


This day have we been favour'd by the gods; 


Thebes is reliev'd from her impending danger; 
And both my ſons are living—but I grieve 
For Creon ; who, alas ! too dearly pays 

For theſe my fatal nuptials !-- of his ſon 

By heaven's ſevere decree deprivid—Alas ! 
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How to be wiſh'd his death—yet how lamented ! 
But now inform me what enſu'd—ſay, have my ſons 
Agreed to terminate this fatal war ? 


MESSENGE R. 
Conſult thy happineſs, and aſk no farther. 
700-4 07-6 
Myſterious are thy words ; reſolve my doubts. 
MESSENGE R. | 
What canſt thou wiſh for more ? thy ſons are hving, 


10 4 
Say, is the iſſue fortunate for me? 


M ES s E N G E R. 
Let me depart ; thy fon requires my preſence, 
JOCcCAST A. 
Some melancholy truth thy breaſt conceals, 
M ES S8 E NG E R. 
Muſt I embitter then thy preſent joy? 
10 AA. 
Thou ſhalt diſcloſe the fatal news, unleſs 
On pinions borne thou cut the liquid air- 


M E 8 8 E N G E R. 
Why wilt thou not permit me to depart, 
Ere I relate ſuch tidings as will fill 
Thy ſoul with horror? for, alas! thy ſons 
Reſolve to end the war by fingle combot, 


And to both armies have declar'd their purpoſe. 


Plac'd on the ſummit of the lofty walls, 


Silence enjoin'd, Etcocles began: 
Illuſtrious 
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Illuſtrious leaders of the Argive forces, 

The flower of Greece! —““ Ye citizens of Thebes, 

« No more for Polynices, or for me, 

« Yield up your lives in this deſtructive war. 

* And now from labour ceaſe, while with my brother 

« This conteſt I decide. —If by my hand 

« He falls, in Thebes I then ſhall reign 

«© Without a rival :—or, if I expire 

“ Beneath his vengeful ſpear, the crown to him 

« Shall be reſign'd. And now, ye ſons of Argos, 

« Ceaſe to expoſe your lives and ſhed your blood 

In this dire war; but to your native ſoil 

Return in peace, For you, my faithful friends, 

Natives of Thebes ! alas! too much for me 

* Already have you ſuffer'd ! How I mourn 

© The valiant heroes in my quarrel ſlain !” 

He ſpake : and Polynices joyful ran, 

Approving much his brother's generous purpoſe. 

Argives and Thebans join'd in loud applauſe, 

A truce is made ; and in a middle ſpace, 

Between both armies, by a ſolemn oath 

The leaders bind themſelves, the terms of peace 

To keep inviolate. Meanwhile, thy ſons 

Gird on their radiant arms; Eteocles 

Surrounded by the chiefs of Thebes, 

And Polynices by the Argive princes. 

And now the youths appcar in gold reſplendent, 

And at each other caſt an angry glance, 

Nor did the crimſon blood deſert their cheeks ; 

Such their reſentment, and ſo great their ardour. 
Their 
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Their mutual friends on cither fide ſtand round, 
And with theſe words inflam'd their haughty ſouls : 
« Oh, Polyniccs ! in thy hands are plac'd 

« The hopes of Argos! it belongs to thee 

& 'To raiſe a ſtatue to immortal Jove ; 

« Illuſtrious trophy of thy fame in arms! 

% Go, go, Etcocles.” The Theban chiets 
Exclaim'd, Remember that you fight 


« For all that's dear—your honour and your country. 


„Oh may'ft thou gain a glorious victory, 
And undifturb'd thy father's ſceptre wield.” 
Such bold and animating words were us'd 
To urge them to the fight. And now the prieſts 
Conſult the entrails of the bleeding victims, 
And mark the riſing flames, and other figns 
By which they oft prognoſticate defeat, 
And glorious victory. But thou, great queen, 
If in thy prudence any hope remains, 
Reſtrain the princes from this horrid conteſt ; 
For thou haſt every thing to fear—perhaps this day 
To both thy ſons may prove the laſt—ſad cauſe 
To thee of endleſs grief. 
e ATT A, 

Now come, Antigone, my deareſt daughter; 
Thee it behoves no more to range the palace 
As thou wert wont, attended by a train 
Of choral virgins; but with me repair 
To the dire field of battle (where thy brothers 
Thirſt for each other's blood) and ſave from death 
The hapleſs youths. 
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SCENE II. 


Enicr ANTIGONE. 


ANTIGON k. 
Oh ſay, my mother, what new ſcenes of horror 
Do now thy lips unfold ! imperfect accents reach 
My liſt'ning cars. 
10 % r 
Then know, my child, this day thy brothers periſh, 


ANTIG ON Ke 
What doſt thou ſay ? 
10 A A. 
My ſons reſolve to try 
The fortune of the war in fingle combat. 
ANT1G ON E. 
What dreadful words, my mother, haſt thou utter'd? 
10 CAST A 
Ungrateful tidings ! —but attend my ſteps. 
ANTIGON E. 
Where muſt I go? why leave my virgin train? 
1e Ee 
Go to the army. 
ANTIGON E. 
How can I appear 
In ſuch a public place? can it be reconcil'd 


To virgin modeſty ? 
1'0"0A-S:T- 4 
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JOCAST A 
Alas! my daughter, 
Such modeſty ill ſuits our preſent fortune! 


ANTIGON KE. 
What would'ſt thou have me do? 


JOCASTA, 
Diſſolve this fatal truce. 


AN T1 0 OU Kk. 
But how, my mother, can it be effected? 


FF 
Fall at their feet with me, and ſupplicate. 


We OS i 2 
Then lead the way; no time muſt now be loſt. 


10 % Air 

Haſte, haſte, my daughter; for if I arrive 
Before my ſons have fought, then may theſe eyes 
Continue to behold the light of day : 
But if they dic before I reach the field, 
Then ſhall I fink with ſorrow to the grave. 


CHORUS. STROPHE. 


Alas! what horrors fill my breaft ! 

An icy chillnets runs thro' every vein, 

While, with my tears, I mourn Jocaſta's pain, 
And fee the mother in her looks confeſt. 
Her ſons, engag'd in this unnatural fight, 


Againſt each other's neck the faulchion raiſe; 
Tor 


While on their arms their ample bucklers blaze, 


Or one, or both, muſt ſeck the realms of night. 
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Oh, ſacred Earth ! and thou great Jove ! ſurvey 
The horrid tumults of this fatal day ! 

Which of the youths, extended on the plain, 

By his fierce rival's lance, untimely lain, 

Muſt I lament ? for whom expreſs my woe, 

For whom, alas! theſe tender tears muſt flow? 


ANTISTROPHE. 


Oh, ſacred Earth ! behold 
Like two wild boars, the furious youths engage, 
Waving their glittering ſwords, with frantic rage 
They ruſh, by adverſe gods made bold, 
And with their purple blood the verdure ſtain, 
Unhappy thoſe, whom cruel rage inſpires, 
Or nobler thirſt of martial glory fires, 
To fingle combat on the duſty plain ! 


In barbarous notes I now lament the dead, 


For one, or both, the tears of ſorrow ſhed. 


Their end approaches! See with haughty ſtride 


Grim Fate advance, and cut, in beauty's pride, 
Their thread of life, while ſlaughter ſtalks around, 
And the dire Fury's horrid notes reſound. — 

But, with flow ſtep and melancholy look, 

Creon behold approaching to the palace. 
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SCENE VI. 


. 


CHORUS. 


ER E ON. 
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H me, unhappy ! which ſhall I deplore, 
My private ſorrows, or my country's loſs ! 
Such a dark cloud hangs o'er the walls of Thebes, 


Dark as the ſooty ſtream of Acheron ! 


My ſon, moſt glorious, periſh'd for his country, 


And by his death acquir'd eternal tame. 


But yet I mourn his fate. In theſe fond arms a 
From the dire cave, the dragon's habitation, 

Yet warm in death, his bleeding corpſe I bear. 
Thro' every room of this imperial palace, 


The ſound of grief is heard. But now I ſeek 


The poor Jocaſta, my unhappy ſiſter, 
That ſhe may waſh the body of my fon, 


Whole eyes, alas! are clos'd in cndleſs night. 


For it behoves the living to perform 


Due honours to the ſilent dead, and pay 
The accuſtom'd rites to hell's tremendous gods. 


CHORUS, 


| | 
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CHORUS 


Thy ſiſter, Creon, lately left the palace: 
Her mother's ſteps Antigone attended. 


CRE O N. 

What can this mean? What new calamity, 
Inform me, virgins, could occaſion this 
Their quick departure ? 


CHORUS. 


She heard, unhappy queen |! 
That her two ſons prepar'd to terminate, 
By ſingle combat, their unnatural quarrel ; 
Their father's crown the prize of victory! 


| CRE O N. 

What doſt thou ſay? - Attending on my ſon 
Who lately dy'd—Alas ! I came not hither, 
Nor did J hear the fatal tidings ! 


CH OKRU'S. 


In haſte the queen departed ; but I fear 
Ere ſhe arriv'd the conteſt was decided, 
Or one, or both, her ſons were ſlain, 


| e R EON. 

Whom do I there behold ? a meſſenger, 
With ſtreaming eyes and down-caſt look, approaching : 
Too well thoſe ſigns denote the news he bears. 


SCENT 
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SCENE. 
Enter MESSENGER. 


MESSENG E R. 
Ah me, unhappy ! how ſhall I relate 
The mournful tidings ? with what words expreſs 
My ſorrow ? 


CRE O N, 
Try not with ſpecious words 
To ſooth our hopes, but let us know the worſt. 


MESSEMG IE R.:: 
Again I muſt exclaim, hard is my fate, 
To be the bearer of ſuch dreadful news. 


CRE O N. 
What greater evils can thy tongue relate 


Than thoſe already ſuffer'd ? 


NM ES Ss EN OG ER. 
Thy fiſter's ſons behold the light no more! 


CR EON. 
Alas! how dreadful is that ſound to me, 
And all the Theban race 


M E Ss 8 EN G E R. 
Imperial palace 


of godlike Oedipus! hear'ſt thou, alas! 
That both his ſons by mutual wounds are ſlain? 


GG R QAR S8. 
If they had ſenſe, theſe ſtones would melt in tears! 
CF - CRE Ox. 
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CRE ON. 
This dire calamity, alas! compleats 
The utmoſt meaſure of my grief! 


ME 88 ENG EX. 


What would'ſt thou fay, didſt thou know all thy 
_ woes? 


C-R E O N. 
Say? can I ſuffer greater woes than theſc ? 


M ESS EN GE R. 
The queen, thy ſiſter, with her ſons expir'd! 
e N R ON. 
Ah, poor Jocaſta This the mournful end 
Of thy exiſtence !—this the dire effect 
Of thy unhappy nuptials !—all theſe woes 
From the enigma of the Sphinx proceeded 
But now inform me of this fatal combat; 


Say how the ſons of Oedipus expir'd. 


M E S 8 E N G E R. 

With what ſucceſs our armies from the walls 
xpell'd the foe, thou doubtleſs art inform'd; 
I, therefore, ſhall not waſte my time in telling 
The various fortunes of this ſignal day. 

Soon as the princes, ſons of Oedipus, 
In radiant armour clad, between both hoſts 
Advancing, occupy'd the middle ſpace, 
Prepar'd to try their fate in ſingle combat; 
Ere yet the fight began, his ardent eyes, 
Fixing on Argos, Polynices thus 
Preferr'd his prayer: 4 Imperial Argive Juno, 
c Now 
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83 
«© Now on thy votary propitious ſmile ; 

«& Under thy ſanction, at Adraſtus' court, 

&« Was I receiv'd Thou too, immortal goddeſs, 
« Wert preſent at my nuptials with his daughter. 
Give me to ſtretch on earth this cruel brother, 
« And bathe my hands victorious in his blood. 

& T know too well I aſk a victory 

c Impious and cruel ; but neceſſity, 

&« Alas! compels me to that horrid action.“ 
Theſe words drew tears from the beholders eyes, 


Who mourn'd the prince's hard and cruel fate. 
Meanwhile, Eteocles towards the temple 


Of warlike Pallas caſt an ardent look, 


And thus began: Daughter of mighty Jove, 

« Grant that this jav'lin pierce my brother's breaſt, 
«© Thrown by this potent arm, and in the duſt 
Let me behold that impious wretch expire, 

«© Who now approaches to lay waſte his country.” 
And now the torches blaz'd, the fignal dire 

Of this unnatural fight—impetuous ruſh'd 

The combatants, with equal rage inſpir'd, 

Like two wild boars, which on ſome mountain's top 
Furious engage; white foam their mouths diftill ; 
And from their wounded fides, in copious ſtreams, 
The blood deſcends; each youth ſuſtain'd aloft 

His ample ſhield, and ſhook his quivering ſpear, 
If one, with curious eye, attempts to wound 

On ſome unguarded part, his ample ſhield 

The other waves, and on its orb receives 


The mighty blow, while ineffectual fly 
| G 2 The 
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The ponderous javelins.— The beholders view, 
In deep ſuſpence, the long and equal combat, 
And tremble for the fate oſ both the warriors; 
When brave Eteocles againſt a ſtone 

Striking his foot, recovering from his fall, 
Shelter'd his body with his maſſy ſhicld, 

But left his leg unguarded :—Polynices 

Seiz'd the occaſion, and, with wond'rous force, 
Drove thro” the ſolid bone the miffile ſpear. 

In clamorous ſhouts the Argive hoſt their joy 
Expreſs'd.—Etcocles, meanwhile, obſerv'd 

A naked part, and with a flender wound 

The breaſt of Polynices raz'd. A ſhout 

Of loud acclaim ran thro' the Theban army. 
But in the blow the ſpcar was broke; Eteocles 
Retrcating, in his hands uprais'd 

The fragment of a rock, and with vaſt force 
The maſly ruin at his brother threw ; 

Which, falling with its weight, his jav'lin ſhiver'd. 
With equal arms they both renew the fight, 
Confiding in their {words ; to the dire ſtrokes 
The echoing ſhields reſound; when all his force 
Collecting, with Theſſalian art, 

Eteocles his left foot drew behind, 

And with his right advanc'd, with body bent, 
His fatal fword with all his ſtrength he plung'd 
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Imprudent, to deſpoil his vanquiſh'd foe; 

When Polynices rais'd his dying eyes, 

With his remaining ſtrength his faulchion graſp'd, 
And the blade bury'd in his brother's breaſt. 
Victorious both, and vanquiſh'd both, they lie 
Extended on the ground, and bite the duſt. 


* HN. 
I mourn, oh Oedipus, thy dire misfortunes! 
The gods have heard, and ratity'd thy curſes. 


MESSENG E R. 

Alas ! the dire and melancholy tale 
Is not compleated—ſcarce were the princes fall'n, 
When ſuddenly arriv'd their wretched mother 
With her afflicted daughter; when her eyes 
On the unhappy youths ſhe fix'd, and faw 
Their bodies bath'd in blood! With frantic voice 
She thus exclaim'd, too late, alas! I come, 
To fave you from the cruel ſtroke of death. 
Then proſtrate on the ground alternate mourn'd, 
In tendereſt accents, both the hapleſs youths, 
And, ſhedding tears, deplor'd her fatal marriage. 
In the ſame ſtrain Antigone exclaim'd, 
Dear brothers, of my mother's drooping age 
The ſole ſupport, in whom alone were fix'd 
All thy fond fiſter's hopes of happy nuptials, 
Why will you thus in our diſtreſs deſert us ? 
Mov'd by theſe tender words, Etcocles, 
Now in the agonies of death, uprais'd 
His ſwimming eyes, and to the queen preſents 
His bloody hand! no voice, or found, he utter'd; 
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But by his tears his deep remorſe expreſs'd. 

His brother, Polynices, yet retain'd 

Some ſmall remains of life, and on his mother 
And weeping ſiſter fix'd his ghaſtly eyes, 

And thus exclaim'd : I feel grim death approach 
Thro' every vein—ſoon will my courſe be finiſh'd. 
But what I moſt regret in loſing life, 

Is, that I leave my fiſter in diſtreſs, 

And my yet dearer mother. Thy ſad fate 

I mourn, my brother; to my longing ſou! 

Thou once wert dear, and thy' a foe profeſs'd, 
My love returns with all its former force. 

One favour I implore of you, my mother, 

And you, my fiſter—in my native land 

Let me be bury'd, and the gods of Thebes 
Appeaſe with ſacrifice : the honour of a grave 
Is all Iaſk; I, who aſpir'd to wield 

The regal ſcepter—but, my deareſt mother, 
Cloſe with thy hand my eyes, (at this her hand 
Je graſp'd, and fix'd it on his dying eyes) 

And now farewell, the duſky ſhades of night 
Encompaſs me around. This ſaid, they both expir'd. 
The mother, who beheld this horrid ſcene, 
Snatch'd, in the frantic violence of grief, 

The faulchion from the body of her ſon, 

And lodg'd it in her breaſt ! then, fainting, fell 
Between her ſons, embracing them in death. 
Meanwhile, contention roſe between the armies ; 
We claim'd the victory, becauſe our king 

Firſt to his brothcr gave the mortal wound. 


The 
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The chiefs of Argos ſaid, ſince both were dead 
To neither fide the victory belong'd. 
Now from the field Antigone retir'd ; 

Both armies ruſh'd to battle, when our troops, 
Wedg'd in a column, on their ſhields recciv'd 
The Argive darts; then with reſiſtleſs force 
Sudden attack'd, nor could our foes ſuſtain 

The dreadful onſet, but affrighted fled 

Wide o'er the field ; the field yet red with blood 
Of heroes ſlain, and conqueſt crown'd our arms ; 
Some raiſe a trophy to immortal Jove; 

While others from the dead colle&@ the ſpoils, 
Helmets and ſhields, and bear them to the city. 
Some, with the fair Antigone retir'd, 

Suſtain the bodies of her hapleſs brothers ; 

Their weeping friends ſtand round, prepar'd to pay 
The laſt ſad honours to their filent ſhades, 

This glorious day, which victory adorns, 


Is yet unhappy ; for the youths are dead 
For whom we took up arms, 


CHORUS. 


The miſery of this royal houſe, 
Not only fills our ears with tales of ſorrow, 
For fee, before our eyes appear the bodies 
Of poor Jocaſta and her hapleſs ſons, 
Whom in one common death this day unites. 
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SCENE III. 


Enter AN TIGON E. 


AN TIGO NE. 

No more in regal robes array'd, 
The veil's tranſparent ſhade I bear; 
From every eye the purple bluſh 
Of youth concealing, and my golden hair 
No more in graceful ringlets flows ; 
But like a bacchanal I furious run, 
And on theſe breathleſs bodies fix my eyes; 
The veil and ornaments which grac'd my head 
Thrown far away; in wild diſorder flow 
My rich embroidered garments, once my fond 
Delight.—Oh thou grim Power of Death ! 


_ Great is thy triuumph—butr, alas! my brother, 


My Polvnices ! at that well-known ſound 
Awake, and liſten to thy ſiſter's words. 

Oh thou dear native land, unhappy Thebes ! 
What are thy woes, alas! compar'd to mine? 
This day, this fatal day, my brothers periſh ; 
Poor hapleſs youths, the ſole ſurviving hope 
Of the imperial houſe of Ocdipus, 

Bath'd in each other's blood the princes lie: 
Say, in what mournful ſtrains ean I expreſs 


The anguiſh of my ſoul ? my tears, alas! 


Inceſſant flow, now I approach 

The palace of my glorious anceſtors, 

And I al the fad proceibon, while my eyes 
Behold, 
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Behold, extended on the ſable bier, 

My tender mother and my much-loy'd brothers. 
Let dire Erynnys at the fight rejoice, 

From whoſe fierce wrath our miſeries proceed; 
From that ſad time, when godlike Oedipus, 
With fatal wit inſpir'd, explain'd 

The Sphinx's fam'd enigma, and deſtroy'd 
That ſubtle monſter. Oh, my hapleſs father ! 
No woman in the poliſh'd realms of Greece, 

No man, amid barbarians bred, 

Has e'er ſuſtain'd, like us, ſuch various woes. 
How 1s our wretched houſe with blood and guilr 
Daily polluted ! while I unhappy mourn, 

And to the ambient air relate my grief. 

Perch'd on the ſummit of a ſpreading oak, 

Or tow'ring elm, no bird in plaintive notes 
Laments a parent, raviſh'd from her eyes 

By ſome unfeeling wretch, and joins 

Her woes with mine in melancholy concert. 

In what ſad accents ſhall I mourn my brothers? 
Or how expreſs my ſorrow ?—long as life 

Sha!l animate this frame, my tears ſhall flow 
Inceſſant, and the vaulted roofs reſound 

With my complaints ! but theſe griet-ſhorn treſles, 
An oficiing ſacred to the filent dead, 

On whom fhali I beilow ?--On my fond mother, 
To whote benignant care I owe my life, 

Wuo, when a child, ſuſtain'd me from her breaſt ? 
Oc ſhall I place them on the cruel wounds 

Of my unnappy brothers ?—Oh, my father, 
Poor man! bereft of fight ! the dark receſs 
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Of this imperial palace leave, and ſhew 

That wretched Oedipus ſtill drags a life 

Of miſery long time confin'd 

Within theſe gloomy walls, a prey to grief 
And all the horrors of deſpair, from human eye 
Secluded, and the grateful ſound 

Of human voice. Oh thou, of all mankind 


The moſt unhappy ! to thy daughter's words 
Attentive liſten, and deſert the couch, 


Where thou haſt long thy languid limbs reclin'd, 


SCENE IV. 


Enter OEDI1PU s. 


OEDIPU $. 

Why doft thou with, my daughter, to recall 
Thy father, blind and helpleſs, from his dark 
And gloomy habitation, and expoſe | 


To the bright lamp of day, which now no more 


With its refreſhing beams can chear my ſoul, 
Thy father, hovering on the verge of life, 
A ſhade, a phantom, like the empty forms 


Which flit about when ev'ning ſhades the ſkies, 


Or the light images which ſwim before 
The eyes of fancy in a morning dream? 


ANT IG ON. E. 

Prepare thy mind to hear unwelcome tidings : 
No more, my father, do thy ſons behold 
The glor:ous orb of day thy tender wife 
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Is likewiſe dead; ſhe whoſe indulgent care 
To thy diſtreſs adminiſter'd relief, 
To all thy wants attentive—Oh, my father ! 


OEDIPU 5s, 
Unhappy me! 
How ſhall I mourn my numerous woes ? 
In one ſad day they all expir'd! 
But now, my deareſt daughter, tell me 
'The manner of their death. 


ANTI1G ON E. 

With grief I ſpeak, and not to aggravate 
Thy many ſufferings—but thy evil genius, 
Teeming with fire and ſword, involv'd thy ſons 
In all the evils of a civil war. 


OEDIPU $. 
Ah me! 
ANTIGON E. 
But why that groan ? 


"OT DEP Os 
Alas! my ſons! 


ANTIG ON E. 
Could'ſt thou behold once more 
The ſun's bright chariot, and ſurvey 
The hapleſs princes welt'ring in their blood, 
Thy life would fall a ſacrifice to grief. 


OEDIPUS.. 
Already have I heard the hapleſs fate 
Of my poor ſons—bur next, my child, inform me 


By what untimely ſtroke thy mother periſh'd. 


4 ANTIGONE, 
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| ANTIGON F. 
Who can refrain from tears | 


While I the mournful tale relate? 

To her lov'd ſons thy wretched wife diſplay'd 
Her aged breaſt, and ſupplicating ſtood; 
Near the ILlectran gate the youths ſhe found, 
In the fair meadow where the Lotos grows, 
Engag'd with ſpear and ſhield in cruel fight, 


| Like two fierce lions in the foreſts bred, 


Inflicting mutual wounds! at length they drink 
The cold and bitter draught which Pluto offer'd, 
And cruel Mars prepar'd. Their tender mother, 
Snatching the faulchion from their bleeding bodies, 
Deep bury'd in her ſide the fatal ſteel, 

And near her hapleſs ſons expiring fell! 

The gods, my father, on this mournful day, 
Collecting all their wrath, have plung'd 

Our wretched houſe in all the depth of woe. 


CHORUS. 


This day, indeed, has prov'd a day of ſorrow 
To Ocdipus' unhappy race! and much I wiſh 
His few remaining years may prove 
More fortunare and happy. 
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SCENE V. 
Enter CRE O N. 


CRE O N. 

Now make an end of mourning for the dead; 
For, lo! the time demands that we attend 
The funeral obſequies.—Thou, Oedipus, 
Attentive liſten to the words I utter : 
Thy ſon, Eteocles, to me bequeath'd 
His crown and ſceptre, to confirm the nuptials 
By this moſt ample dower, between my ſon, 
Illuſtrious Hæmon, and thy virgin daughter, 
The fair Antigone. Nor can I ſuffer 
'Thee to refide within the realms of Thebes. 
In unambiguous words, 'Tirefias 


The will of heaven explain'd; which is, that Thebes 


Will never flouriſh, long as thou remain'ſt 
Within her walls !—Then inſtantly depart— 
Alas! I wiſh not to inſult thy ſorrows, 

Nor, as a foe profeſs'd, do I with joy 
Bear theſe harſh tidings ; but I juſtly dread 
The evil genius which attends thy perſon, 


And fear leſt ſome misfortune may befall 
The Theban ſtate. 


OED I PUs- 
Oh, cruel deſtiny ! was ever man 
Born to experience greater woes than me ? 
Before the fatal moment of my birth, 
Immortal Phœbus from his fane declar'd 
| That 


94 P H OEN IS S A. 


That I ſhould ſlay my father —horrid deed ! 
Scarce was I born, when Laius gave command, 
The author of my life, that I ſhould periſh. 

Me he regarded as a future foe, 

Deſtin'd by heaven to take away his life ; 

And then an infant, crying for the breaſt, 

On high Cithzron's top expos'd, a prey 

To ſavage beaſts Oh, had that mountain ſunk 
Beneath the depths of Tartarus profound, 

Then had I dy'd moſt happy, nor beheld 

Such miſery and guilt !—but cruel Fortune 

For greater ills reſerv'd me, and by Polypus 
Was I receiv'd with favour and affection. 
Arriv'd at man's eſtate, I flew my father ! 

And yet, more horrid ! ſtain'd my mother's bed! 
My ſons, the fruit of this inceſtuous marriage, 
Alas ! are dead! 'The dreadful imprecations, 
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| Pronounc'd on me by Laius, I to them 

14 Bequeath'd—Nor am I yet ſo weak of mind, 

K | As not to know the evils which J ſuffer, 

: 1 My loſs of fight, the quarrels of my ſons, 

Þ N Are by the hand of heaven inflicted—but, alas! . 


What ſhall I do, unhappy——how direct 

My wandering ſteps without the guiding hand 
Of her the dear companion of my ſorrows, 
The poor Jocaſta ! now, alas, no more! 

Long as ſhe liv'd, with tender care ſhe watch'd 
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This miſerable life? — Oh, cruel Creon, 

Why wilt thou kill me? for I cannot live 
When baniſh'd from this realm, my native ſoil ; 
But never will I, tyrant, at thy knees 

In ſupplicating poſture bend ; or meanly aſk 

A favour at thy hands—T yet retain 

My former dignity, and ſcorn to fink 

Beneath the woes which Creon can inflict, 


CRE O N. 

Moſt rightly haſt thou judg'd ; to ſpare entreaties, 
Never will I conſent that thou reſid'ſt | 
Within my realms—but we muſt ſhortly bear 
The body of Eteocles, and place 
Within the ſepulchre of his fore-fathers. 

But for his brother, who with foreign arms 


Attempted to deſtroy his native city, 


The haughty Polynices, let his body 

Be caſt without the lofty walls, and lie 
Unbury'd and unhonour'd.— This our will 
Shall be proclaim'd thro” all the ſtreets of Thebes : 
It any of our ſubjects ſhall preſume 

The body to inter, and grace with rites 
Funereal, know that man ſhall pay 

The penalty of life for his preſumption. 
Thou from this place, Antigone, retire, 
And moderate thy grief, as it becomes 

A tender virgin. On ſome future day 
Shall I rejoice to celebrate thy marriage 
With Hemon, my illuſtrious ſon. 


ANTIGON- FE 
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ANTIGON E. 

My poor unhappy father ! how I mourn 
Thy dire misfortunes ! for the gods have giv'n, 
To all the race of man befides, a ſhare 
Of ſorrow and of joy—to thee alone 
Inutterable woes belong, without 
One beam of pleaſing hope to chear thy ſoul, 
But thee I aſk, oh tyrant, for what cauſe 
My royal father, from theſe walls expell'd, 
Is cruelly inſulted ? and what right 
Haſt thou by laws to rule the filent dead, 
And funeral rites refuſe to Polynices ? 


— 4 


r 


CRE ON. 
For that, condemn Eteocles, not me. 


ANTIGON E. 
Unjuſt commands ſhould never be obey'd. 


CRE O N. 
Is it unjuſt to put the laws in force ? 
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AN T IGON E. 
It is, if laws are dictated by tyrants. 
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Moſt juſt it is to puniſh Polynices. 
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AK TI G ON I. 
Not in this wicked and inhuman manner. 


1 * CRE O N. 
14 An enemy profeſs'd to this our city. 
=: ANTIGON x. 
Unhappy fate ! poor youth, for that he dy'd. 
| CRE ON. 
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C RE ON. 
The want of burial is his puniſhment. 


: ANTIOON E. 
What was his crime? he but purſu'd his right. 


o R EO N, 
Unbury'd ſhall he lie—it is my will. 


| ANTIG ON x. 
Him will I bury, ſpite of all thy threats. 


CRE O N. 
At the ſame time thou ſhalt inter thyſelf. 


ANTIGON E-. 
Thus to expire, to me will be moſt glorious. 


CRE ON. 
Guards, take her hence, and lead her to the palace. 


4 11600 11. 
No force ſhall drag me from my deareſt brother. 


CRE ON. 
Oppoſe not, virgin, the decrees of heaven. 


AN TIGON E. 
Heaven has forbid thee to inſult the dead. 


e RE ON. 
No earth ſhall on his bleeding corpſe be laid. 


ANTI1IGON E. 
By poor Jocaſta ! I conjure thee, Creon—— 


CRE O N. 
Vain thy entreaties—I have fix'd my purpoſe. 


H ANTIGON E. 
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AN TIGON E. 
At leaſt permit me, in the cryſtal ſtream 
To waſh his wounds. 


CRE O N. 
It muſt not be complied with. 


ANT1G ON E. 
Then may I bind them up in ſofteſt bandage ? 
CRE ON. 
No honour ſhall be paid to ſuch a traitor. 
ANT1I1GON E. 
My deareſt brother! let me join my lips 
With thine, and claſp thee in a fond embrace. 
CR EON. 
Diſturb not with thy grief thy promis'd nuptials. 
ANTIG ON E. 
And canſt thou think me baſe enough, oh tyrant ! 
Ere to conſent to ſuch eſpouſals ? 
CRE OR. 
Neceſſity will force thee to comply. 


ANTIG ON E. 
A child of Danaus ſhalt thou find in me ! 


CRE ON. 


Heavens ! how ſhe talks, with more than female 


courage . 


ANT ICGON E. 
This ſword I call a witneſs to my vows! 


e R EON. 
But why doſt thou reject theſe nuptials, Princeſs? 


ANTIGONE. 
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AN TIGON E. 
I wiſh to mitigate my father's woes, 
And go with him, companion of his exile. 


e R E ON. 
Thy virtue is romantic and abſurd. 


ANTIGON E. 
Not only baniſhment, but death, I'll meet, 
For my poor father's ſake. 


CRE ON. 
In haſte depart ; 
My ſon ſhall never marry ſuch a fury. Exit Creon. 
0 EDIT uuS. 
Thy filial piety I praiſe : but yet, my daughter 
ANTIGON E. 
Canſt thou adviſe me to eſpouſe the ſon 
Of this fierce man, and leave the beſt of fathers 
Abandon'd and alone ? 
OEDIPU $ 
My child, live happy— 
My own misfortunes I can bear with patience. 
| ANTI1IGON E. 
Who will attend thee blind and helpleſs ? 
OEDIPU $ 
III wait till death with pitying hand relieves me. 
 ANTIGON E. 
Where now, alas! is godlike Oedipus ? 
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o EDI us. 
He is no more; one fatal day, alas! 
Which made him glorious, fill'd his life with ſorrow, 


AN TIGO NE. 
Muſt I not walk companion of thy woes? 


0 1 1” 0:3 
For thee, a princeſs, to attend a father, 
Blind and an exile, is it not diſgraceful ? 


ANTIGON E. 
Such language may become a haughty princeſs, 
But not a tender child who loves her father. 
OEDIPU $. 
Lead me, that I may touch thy wretched mother. 


ANTIGON E. 
Here is her hand, now take thy laſt farewell. 


OEDIPU $. 
Oh, hapleſs mother! more unhappy wife! 
ANTIGON E. 
In death ſhe finds a period to her woes ! 
OEDIPU $ 
Where are Eteocles and Polynices ? 
ANTIGON E. 
Cloſe by thy wife they lie. 
o EDI us. 
My trembling hand | 
Direct, and let me touch their much- lov'd bodies. 
ANTIGON E. 
Now gratify thy tender grief, 
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OEDIPU $ 
Oh dear remains! unhappy children 
Of a moſt wretched father ! 


ANTIGON E. 
Dear to my ſoul, my brother, Polynices ! 


OEDIPU SV. 
The oracles of heaven muſt be accompliſh'd. 


ANT1IGON E. 
What other ſorrows haſt thou to relate ? 


OEDIPU Ss. 
That I muſt end my wretched life in Athens. 


ANTIGON KL 
How can that be? will Attica receive thce ? 


OEDIPU $. 

Colonis, ſacred to Equeſtrian Neptune, 
Will to my woes afford a kind aſylum ; 
There ſhall I fink into the arms of death.— 
And now, Antigone, moſt generous virgin ! 
With kind attention wait upon thy father, 
Now blind and wretched, ſince thou art reſolv'd 
To be the ſad companion of my exile. 

ANTI1IGON E. 

Haſte, let us go—but let this hand direct 
Thy ſteps, my father; as the proſperous gale 
Speeds to the deſtin'd port the well-rigg'd ſhip, 
So ſhall my eyes conduct thee far from danger. 

OEDIPU $. 
I go, my daughter, under thy protection. 


2 ANTIGON E, 
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ANTIGON E. . 
Unhappieſt of the Theban race! 


We leave, alas! our native ſoil! 


oO. Dir 
Where ſhall J fix my trembling feet? 
Reach me my ſtaff, my deareſt daughter. 


ANTIGON E. 
Here, here, my father, without danger walk, 


OEDIPYU $. 

Unhappy fugitive ! 
Expeli'd by Creon from my native country.— 
What inſults and indignities I've ſuffer'd ! 

ANTI1IGON E. 

Alas, my father, what haſt thou ſuſtain'd ? 
Nor yet does juſtice from the heavens deſcend, 
And look with kind compaſhon on thy woes. 


QT D.I-P.VU..$. 
I, I, am he, who once extoll'd, 
By the heroic muſe, in ſtrains ſubline, 
The time when I reſolv'd the Sphinx's riddle, 


ANTIGON E. 

Ah, why doſt thou recall that fatal day ! 
No more let thoughts of glory paſt 
Poſſeſs thy ſoul—A dreadful ſcene 
Oft miſery awaits—driv'n from your country, 
You go to periſh in a diſtant land. 
Unhappy father! while the noble virgins, 
My dear companions, will lament with tears 
Of fond affection this my crucl fate, 

Condemn'd 
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Condemn'd to wander in a foreign clime, 
No more to lead the virgin choir. 


OEDIPU $ 
Oh, generous daughter! how ſublime thy virtue! 
ANTIGON E. 
From thy calamities ſhall I derive 
Immortal glory—but my brother's body, 
Which lies, alas! near to his father's palace, 
Unbury'd and unhonour'd, fills my ſoul 
With grief and indignation !—Say, my father, 
What ſhall I do ?—Shall J this moment haſte 
And pay the laſt ſad honours to his ſhade ? 


o EDI us. 
Firſt ſeek the virgins, thy companions. 


A iS nn. 
What lamentations I ſhall hear 


OEDIPU 5s. 
But go, and offer up thy prayers to heaven. 


ANTIGON E. 
The righteous gods are weary'd with my prayers. 


OEDIPU $, 
Now ſeck the temple of great Bacchus, built 
On lofty Mznadus' aſpiring ſummit. 


ANTI1IG ON E. 
Oft in that temple, crown'd with ivy wreaths, 
And clad in deer-ſkin, have I led the dance, 
In honour to his mother, and the gods, 
Still unpropitious to my prayers, invok'd. 


H 4 OEDIPUS. 
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o ED Ius. 

B-hold, ye citizens of Thebes, behold 
The once great Oedipus! the man who ſolv'd 
The Sphinx's dire enigma, and reliev'd 
His country from that cruel monſter's fury. 
Behold him now, ſunk from his former ſtate 
Of glory, now a wand'ring wretched exile, 
From his paternal throne and ſoil expell'd! 
But why ſhould I deplore my numerous woes ? 
Since all of human race muſt learn to bear, 
Without repining, what the righteous gods, 
In their unerring wiſdom, ſhall inflict, 
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MONG the few Greek Tragedies that have ſur- 
A vived the ruins of time, we have no leſs than 
| five founded on the misfortunes of Oedipus and his 
family, viz, The Oedipus Tyrannus, Oedipus Coloneus, 
and Antigone of Sophocles, and the Seven Chieſs be- 
fore Thebes of Æſchylus, with the Phoeniſſæ of Euri- 
pides, To ſpeak of their comparative merits does 
not fall within the compaſs of theſe notes; though I 
cannot help obſerving, that Ariſtotle in his Poetics 
gives the preference to the Oedipus Tyrannus : an 
opinion, like the other dogmas of that celebrated phi- 
loſopher, that has bcen adopted implicitly by the 

learned ever ſince, It muſt be confeſſed, that the hiſ- 
| tory of this unfortunate and illuſtrious family is ad- 
mirably calculated to excite the paſhans of terror and 
pity, which are undoubtedly the proper objects of tra- 
gedy, Euripides, in introducing Jocaſta upon the 
ſtage, lamenting the misfortunes of her family, differs 
from Sophocles ; for that unhappy princeſs, accoiding 
to his account, ſlew herſelf as ſoon as ſhe diſcovered 
that ſhe had marry'd her ſon, 


This 


—_— —————— — — 


106 NOTES on the PHOENISS AM. 


This play abounds with great variety of incident. The 
choruſes are highly poetical ;- the deſcriptions animated 
and ſublime ; and the ſentiments, to the laſt degree, 
tender and pathetic, It was crowned at Athens, 


Ke T 


SCENE LI 
Oh Thou, who thine unerring courſe purſucſt] 
This ſpeech of Jocaſta is in the nature of a prologue, 
to inform the andience of events previous to the action 
of the drama. In this manner Euripides begins many 
of his tragedies; and which has been condemned by 
feveral modern critics as inartificial and abſurd, The 
arguments they make uſe of will hold good againſt 
every kind of ſoliloquy whatſoever, which occur more 
frequently in the modern than the ancicnt drama, 
Sophocles, if I remember right, does not begin any of 
his tragedies with a ſoliloquy ; and it cannot be denied, 
that he is the moſt correct of all the Greek tragedians, 


Upon the whole, I think this ſpeech of Jocaſta rather 
too long. 


SCENE U. 


This dialogue between the Governor and Antigone, 
is a ſine imitation of that celebrated paſſage in the 
third book of Homer's Iliad; where Helen, ſurveying 
the Grecian army from the 'Trojan walls, informs 


Priam of the characters of the principal leaders. Her 


deſcription of Agamemnon, Ajax, Ulyſſes, &c, has 
been admired even by thoſe critics, who, on other oc- 
caſions, 
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caſions, have cenſured Homer with great ſeverity. 


Euripides, I think, is very little inferior in this part to 
the poet he imitates. The deſcription of Hippomedon, 
Amphiaraus, Parthenopæus, &c. can never be too 
much admired. The tender enquiry of Antigone after 
her brother Polynices is finely imagined, What can 
be more beautiful than that exclamation, 

Ah! how I with that thro' the fields of air, 

Like yonder cloud, I could direct my flight, &c. 
Or can any words better expreſs the feelings of a fond 
ſiſter on ſuch an affecting occaſion ? | 


SCENE II. 


The chorus compoſed of Phœnician virgins make 
their appearance in this ſcene, The Choral Ode is, I 
think, uncommonly ſublime and beautiful, particularly 
the Epode. 

O ye eternal fires 

Which on the ſummit of ParnaTus ſhine 


. 
NE Ik 


Nothing can be more natural than this interview 
between Jocaſta and Polynices; and it muſt doubtleſs 
have had a fine effect in repreſentation. The tender 
affection of a mother, and . of a ſon, 
appear in every line. 

Nor did I bear the flaming torch, or fing 

Gay hymeneals, &c. 

This alludes to the cuſtom which prevailed among the 
3 Grecks, 
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Greeks, of the mother's bearing the torch at the nup- 
tials of her ſon. 
Among mankind 

Nothing is in ſuch high eſteem as wealth: 

A king without it is an empty ſhadow. 
This ſentiment ſhews, to uſe the words of the cele- 
brated Brumoy, to what a wretched ſtate a dethroned 
prince was reduced among the ancients, With the 
moderns, the caſe is very different; ſcarce any vice or 
misfortune can totally eradicate that reſpect which the 
generality of people entertain for a crowned-head, — 
Polynices, during this whole ſcene, ſpeaks with great 
_ dignity and moderation, 


SCENE III. 

The characters of Eteocles and Polynices are finely 
contraſted. In one we behold the raſh impetuous war- 
rior, who ſacrifices every thing to his ambition; in the 
other we ſee courage tempered by humanity. In the 
one a diſpoſition corrupted by good fortune; in the 
other a mind ſoftened by diſtreſs, 

So ſtrong and ardent is my love of power, 

'That I can facrifice the laws of juſtice 

To gratify that thirſt—in all, beſides 

Virtue and cquity, ſhall rule my conduct. 

Theſe verſcs Julius Cæſar is ſaid to have had always 
in his mouth. The ſentiments they contain are doubt- 
leſs very favourable to the views of every ambitious 
tyrant. Vid. Ciccro, Scutonius, 
Evils 
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Evils alone are not annex'd, my ſon, 

To hoary hairs, &c. | 
This ſpeech of Jocaſta's has been cenſured by 
ſome of the old ſcholiaſts as languid; but as 
I have very little reſpect for their opinion, I ſhall 
make no ſcruple of affirming, that, conſidering the 
_ circumſtances of Jocaſta's ſituation, nothing can be 
better imagined than the whole of the ſpeech. The 
forcible arguments ſhe makes uſe of to induce her ſons 
to think of terms of reconciliation, her lively repreſen- 
tation of the horrors of war, the vanity of ambition, 
together with the infamy and miſery that muſt una» 
voidably attend the conqueror as well as conquered, 
cannot eſcape the obſervation of every perſon of taſte. 


Theſe ſhields by Polynices won, 

From Thebes, reduced to aſhes by his arms, &c. 
Virgil, in his third Eneid, has copied the ancient in- 
ſeriptions, 

Aneas hæc de Danais victoribus arma. 


Tis now no time for vain diſputes, my mother. 
In this ſpeech the ferocity and pride of Eteocles' cha- 
racter are ſtrongly marked. The behaviour of Polynices 
is manly and determined; his pathetic, though ſhort, 
addreſs to his mother, his tender affection for his fiſter, 
whom he wiſhes to ſee before he leaves Thebes, con- 
traſted with the brutal fierceneſs of his brother, who 
refuſes him ſo reaſonable a requeſt, cannot but intereſt 


the reader very much in fayour of that amiable, though 
unfortunate, prince. 


ACT 
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ACT II. 
SCENE II. 


© To name them were in uſeleſs words to ſpend 

cc The precious hours which call aloud for action.“ 
Theſe lines are ſuppoſed, by Father Brumoy, to con- 
tain a ſatirical reflection on Aſchylus, who, in his 
Seven Chiefs againſt Thebes, fills a long ſcene with a 
deſcription of the characters, families, and armorial 
bearings of the Argive Chiefs, and the heroes deſtined 
to oppoſe them. Euripides is, undoubtedly, more ju- 
dicious in introducing the characters and armorial bear- 
ings in the relation which the meſſenger makes of the 
battle, in the fourth act; but candor obliges me to 
acknowledge, that ſome of the fineſt paſſages in that 
admired relation are copied from Æſchylus. 

The concluſion of this ſpeech of Eteocles, though con- 
ſiſtent with that ſavage cruelty which marks his character, 
is, in my opinion, too ſhocking. The inſenſibility with 
which he ſpeaks of his father's misfortunes, and his 
violent reſentment againſt his brother, which he carries 
even beyond the grave, argue an uncommon depravity 
of mind, and which rather excites indignation than 
pity. - | 

© Why doſt thou, Mars, in ſcenes of blood delight?“ 
This ſong of the Chorus is wonderfully animated and 


ſublime ; though I am afraid it has ſuffered conſider- 
ably in my tranſlation. | 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 


In this ſcene Tirefias appears led by his daughter, 
and bending under a weight of years: his complaints 
of the infirmities of age, &c. are extremely natural ; 
but, in the opinion of many critics, not ſufficiently 
elevated for tragedy. 


In the dark cave, the horrid habitation 

Of that dire dragon, who, with flaming eyes, 

Guarded the hallow'd fount of Dirce. 
The adventures of Cadmus, his deſtroying the dragon, 
building Thebes, &c. are related in the third book of 
Ovid's Metamorphoſes; to which I refer the reader. 


Thy ſon muſt die 
A ſelf-devoted victim for his country ! 

This ſacrifice of Menzceus is in the nature of an Epi- 
ſode, which we very ſeldom find in any of the Greek 
tragedies. In the opinion of the moſt judicious critics, 
it diverts the mind from the principal object, and takes 
from that beautiful ſimplicity which is one of the 
chief beautics of the ancient drama. The moderns, 
and particularly the French, have introduced Epiſodes 
into moſt of their tragedies, and which generally turn 
upon the ſubject of love, 


ACT 
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ACT Iv. 


SCENE I. 


From the city pour'd 
His numerous armies, horſe to horſe, 
And foot to foot conjoin'd, &c, 


This deſcription of the battle between the Argives and 


Thebans is one of the moſt ſublime paſſages in Euri- 


pides,—Homer himſelf, the prince of poets, can ſcarce 
exceed it. | | 

This day have we been favour'd by the gods. 
In this ſpeech Jocaſta ſupports her character as a mo- 
ther and a queen with admirable dignity, Her anxiety 
to know the determination of her ſons, with the meſs 
ſenger's reluctance to relate ſuch diſagreeable tidings, 
prepare the mind for the fatal cataſtrophe, 

Plac'd on the ſummit of the lofty walls, 

Silence enyoin'd, Eteocles began. 


This relation of the preparation of the brothers for 
ſingle combat is very noble. 


Now come, Antigone, my deareſt daughter. 
Jocaſta is ſo ſhock'd at the news ſhe hears, that ſhe 
does not return the leaſt anſwer to the meſſenger, but 
calls her daughter Antigone. The princeſs enters with 
diſordered looks ; Jocaſta informs her of the fatal reſo- 
tation of her ſons to terminate the war by ſingle com- 
bat, with her determination to go in perſon, and pre- 
vent, if poſſible, ſuch an unnatural conteſt, Antigone 


accompanies 
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accompanies her. Tis ſcarce poſſible for the human 

mind to conceive any ſituation better calculated to in- 

ſpire ſentiments of terror and pity than that of Jocaſta. 
| How can I appear 

In ſuch a public place? 

This queſtion of Antigone fhews to what a degree the 


Greeks carried their ideas of decorum and female mo- 
Ueſty. 


AC T V. 
-$CEN-E- 1k: 

While Creon is lamenting the loſs of his ſon, a meſ- 
ſenger comes to inform him of the death of the two 
princes. 'The deſcription of the preparations for the 
fight, with the different bchaviour of the brothers, fo 
conformable to their characters, together with the me- 


lancholy exit of Jocaſta, cannot fail of affecting a 
mind that is not dead to every generous feeling. 


His ardent eyes 

Fixing on Argos, Poly nices thus 
Preferr'd his prayer: Imperial Argive Juno, 
| Now on thy votary propitious ſmile 
In this place Polynices invokes Juno as the tutelary | 
goddeſs of Argos. The ancients in every city had a 
favourite deity, to whom they particularly addreſſed 
their prayers.—That Juno was conſidered as the guar- 

dian goddeſs of Argos, appears from Homer: 

| H 7% £1401 T6ElG (4 % Tov iN cc £101 WoAYES 
Apyos re, Emapry re, & evoveryys Myuxym Iliad 0. 51. 
| BuRTON. 
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In the ſame ſtrain Antigone exclaim'd, 

Dear brothers of iny mother's drooping age, 

The ſole ſupport—— 
This addreſs of Antigone to her expiring brothers; 
with the anſwer of Polynices, can never be ſufficientl) 
admired. In this place, the Tragic Muſe may be faid 
to put on her robes of deepeſt mourning; 


SCENE III. 


No more in regal robes array'd, 

The veil's tranſparent ſhade I bear. 
This ſpeech of Antigone is to the laſt degree tende: 
and pathetic ; mixed with that air of wildneſs and dil- 
order ſo natural to perſons in diſtreſs. Euripides, 
though perhaps inferior in ſome reſpects to his great 
rivals in dramatic poetry, Aſchylus and Sophocles, ccr- 
tainly wrote more to the heart than either of them. 


SCENE. IV. 


In this ſcene Oedipus firſt appears. His interview 
with Antigone is extremely moving. The beautiful 
ſimplicity which reigns through this and the following 
ſcenes, however ſtrange it may appear to the falſe rc- 
finement of a French critic, will be always admir'd by 
every perſon who has a taſte for ancient manners. 


SCENE V. 
Creon declares himſelf king of Thebes; and with 
unexampled cruelty condemns Oedipus to exile, Oc- 
dipus, though oppreſt by ſuch accumulated misfor- 


tunes, yet maintains his dignity. Creon, not content 
| avith 
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with the baniſhment of Oedipus, refuſes the rites of 
burial to Polynices. This is a new ſubject for lamen- 
tation. The character of Antigone, as a pious daughter, 
affectionate ſiſter, and a woman of a great and virtuous 
mind, is finely ſupported. The contempt with which 
ſhe rejects the offers of Creon, her kind attention to 
relieve her father's infirmities, with her heroic reſolu— 
tion to accompany him in his exile, cannot be too 
much applauded. The ancients regarded the rites of 
burial as of the greateſt importance : many inſtances 
of this nature occur in the Sacred Writings. 


A child of Danaus ſhalt thou find in me. 

Danaus, the king of Argos, had fifty daughters, who 
marricd the fifty ſons of his brother Ægyptus, all 
of them ſlew their huſbands on the wedding-nighr, 
except Hypermneſtra, who preferved her huſband 
Linus. 


I cannot conclude this play without obſerving, that 
the poet, to excite a greater degree of pity and terror, 
has unitcd, as it were, in one point of view, all the 
misfortunes of the family of Oedipus. We have the 
hiſtory of that unhappy prince's murder of his father, of 
his inceſt, the conſequent quarrels of his ſons, with their 
untimely death, and, to complete the tragic ſtory, the ba- 
niſhment of Oedipus; and this without violating any of 
the unitics. Great part of the laſt act, which treats 
of the burial of Polynices, has been cenſured by ſome 
modern critics, as not ſufliciently important to engage 
the attention of the reader. But theſe critics prove 
themſelves ignorant of ancient manners; for the ſlighteſt 
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acquaintance with the Greek and Roman writers ſhews 
to what an extravagant degree they carried their no- 
tions of the rites of burial. To be deprived of thoſe 
honours, was conſidered as a much greater misfortune 
than the loſs of life. Ir is manifeſt, from the anxiety 
of mankind on this account, that the ancients believed 
the immortality of the foul; a notion ſo congenial to 
the human mind, that nothing but long and confirmed 
habits of vice, and a diligent peruſal of a few modern 

ictaphyſical writers, can totally eradicate it. Homer 
does not conclude his poem with the death, but the 
funeral of Hector. Achilles celebrates games at the 
funeral of his friend Patroclus. In regard to manners, 
Eteocles is puniſhed for his pride, injuſtice, and ambi- 
tion. Polynices, though in other reſpects ſo amiable, 
cannot be excuſed for bearing arms againſt his coun- 
try. The injuſtice and cruelty of his brother is a 
confiderable palliation of his crime, and produces one 
of thoſe fine fituations, which, in theatrical repreſen- 
tation, are ſo proper to engage the compaſſion of the 
audience. Oedipus and Jocaſta are guilty only of in- 
voluntary crimes. Antigone is not only innocent, but 
an example of the pureſt and moſt ſublime virtue. 
Creon, it muſt be acknowledged, is a tyrant ; and his 
making ule of the oracle of Tireſias, as a pretence for 
baniſhing Oedipus, is an action that cannot but ſhock 
the delicacy of modern manners, 


IPHIGENIA in AULFTES. 


DRAMATISAS PERSON &. 


AGAMEMNON. 

ARC As. 

Chorus of Virgins of CHALc1s. 
MENELAuUus. 

 AcHI1LLEs. 

MESSENGER. 
CLYTEMNESTRA, 
IPHIGENIA, 


Scene —Aulis a Town in Bœotia. 


F OT 0 4 VF 
To IT HIGENIA in Auris“. 


H E Muſe which once Euripides inſpir'q, 

Whoſe ſtrains pathetic, polith'd Greece admir'd, 
Immur'd with pedants many a tedious age, 
With vent'rous ſteps now treads the Britith ſtage, 
Happy her long-loſt honours to renew, 
And call her much-lov'd country back to view, 
She who triumphant in that glorious hour, 
When laurel'd Athens held the reins of power, 
Could with new fires the patriot's bolom warm, 
And with her magic numbers heroes charm. 
She taught the ſigh to heave, the tear to flow ; 
The tyrant melted by fictitious woe, 
Weeping, beheld Andromache diſtreſt, 
And ſoft-ey'd Pity touch'd his ſavage breaſt. 
Then was the Muſe by all careſs'd and lov'd, 
Her ſtrains immortal Socrates approv'd ; 
He, the great image of th' all- perfect Mind, 
With moral truths the tragic ſcenes refin'd ; 
Taught her on eagle's wings ſublime to ſoar, 
And Science in her dark retreats explore. 
But, ah, how chang'd ! for where 1lytlus roves, 
In wild meanders thro' the verdant groves, 


* The following play was deſigned for public repreſentation ; 
on which occaſion this prologue was written 
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And academic ſhades renown'd by fame, 
Immortaliz'd by Plato's deathleſs name; 

Where legiſlators form'd their plans of ſtate, 
With god-like heroes venerably great ; 

Theſe ſcenes, adorn'd with nature's faireſt dreſs, 
The frantic ſons of Mahomet paſſeſs: 

Whoſe ſavage breaſts nc'er felt the patriot's flame, 
Or boldly panted for immortal fame. 

Ignorant af all the ſoothing arts of ſpeech, 
Unſkill'd in all the heayen- born Muſe can teach; 
No more, alas ! the ſpacious fabrics riſe, 

On maſſy columns rear'd, and threat the ſkies ; 
But in the theatre, and proud abode, 

Sacred to ſcience and the Oly mpic god, 

The needy Saracen his cottage rears, 

Or ofters to his prophet idle prayers. 

Shock'd at the fight, the tragic Muſe withdrew, 
And, bath'd in tears, retir'd from human view, 
At length arriving on Britannia's iſle, 

This happy land ſhe favour'd with her ſmile ; : 
She ſaw her ſons in arms illuſtrious ſhine, 

She ſaw her daughters bloom with charms divine, 
With rapture gazing on this bliſsful ſhore, 
She ceaſes now her Athens to deplore. 

To Iphigenia may the Britiſh fair 


But pay the tribute of a gentle tear, [To the Ladies. 


Then will the Muſe her gratitude expreſs, 
Then may the lovers, whom your choice ſhall bleſs, 
Prove like Achilles, faithful, juſt, and true, 
And Iphigenia live, reviv'd 1 in you. 


IPHIGENIA in AULIS. 


. 
SCENE I. 
Scene the Camp at Aulis. 


AGAMEMNON, AR c As. 


AG AME MN ON. 
\ TTEND my ſteps to yonder dome. 


afin 
Thy ſteps I follow; but, great Atreus' ſon, 
What cares, alas! diſturb thy reſt? 
AG AME MN O N. 
Soon thou ſhalt know, 
| AR C As. 
I wait thy pleaſure 
My feeble body, broke with age and toil, 
Cannat enjoy the balmy ſweets of ſleep, 


Which 
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Which long hag been a ſtranger to theſe eyes — 
But thou 


a GAME MN 0 N, 
What ſtar is that? 


ARC AS. 
The burning Sirius, near the Pleiades 
It rolls, and has nat finiſh'd half its courſe. 


All nature fleeps ! na ſound of warbling birds 


Floats on the air in this ſtill hour of night; 
The daſhing of the waves no more is heard ; 
And ſcarce a breath of wind diſturbs | 
The level furface of Euripus. 


4 C 4 1 

My royal maſter, Agamemnon ! 
Why leaveit thou thy tent in this dead hour, 
When mortals ſeck the pleaſures of repoſe, 
And every eye is clos'd, except the guards, 


Who, in alternate watch, the camp ſurround ?— 


Let me beſeech thee to refreſh thyſelf 
With necdtul fleep. 


A G AN E MN ON. 
| Happy old man ! 
How to be envy*d is the fate of thoſe 
Who paſs thro' life inglorious and unnotic'd, 
And never feel the bitter pangs of greatneſs ! 
For moſt unhappy I eſteem thoſe men, 


Who, crown'd with honours, and with power inveſtec, 
| Exalted 
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Exalted by the voice of Fame, appear 
T he firſt of mortals, 
4A e Ar 
Canſt thou forget the luſtre of a crown ? 


AGAMEMN Q N. 

Falſe ſplendor all believe me, for I ſpeak 

From ſad experience At a diſtance view'd, 
The littering train of glories may delight 
The ſoul, and cheat us with a fond defire ; 
But, once poſleſs'd, no more the gay deluſion 
Our fancy charms : grief and corroding care, 
Appendages of royalty, ſucceed. 

For ſacrifice neglected, now the gods 
Perplex me with their cruel orders; 
Meanwhile, the various clamours of the croud 
Diſtract my ſoul—from my high rank expos'd 
A victim to the wrath of heaven! a ſlave 
To the caprice of men ! 

ARCA 5. 

Theſe words but ill become thee, Agamemnon !— 
Tho' ſprung from Atreus, yet thy birth is mortal; 
As ſuch, thou muſt expect to meet thy ſhare 
Of ſorrow as of joy, —Pleaſure unmix'd 
Belongs not to the race of man—ſuch is the will 
Of heaven's high arbiter, immortal Jove ! 

Vain thy complaints againſt his power ſupreme. 

This night, within thy tent, I ſaw thee ſeated, 

And, by a feeble lamp's expiring flame, 

| Begin a letter, fix'd in deep attention; 

Then, 
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Then, as diflatisfy'd with the contents, 
Eraſe the writing, and begin another; 
Which ſeal'd, you open'd, with diſorder'd looks, 
Indignant threw the lamp upon the ground, 
And ſhed a flood of tears. — 
But what new cares are labouring in thy breaſt ? 
Oh ! tell from whence proceeds thy grief— 
A friend's advice may fix thy wavering thoughts. 
Remember, Agamemnon, on that day 
When firſt thy Cly temneſtra bleſt thy arms, 
The royal Tyndarus confign'd me to thee, 
A pledge of friendſhip and fincere regard : 
For many years, by him employ'd and truſted, 
My virtue and fidelity is known, 
AG AME M NON. 

Three beauteous daughters bleſt the bed of Leda; 
Fair Phœbe, and my conſort, Clytemneſtra, 
And Helen, whoſe ſuperior charms engag'd 
The love of all the youthful kings of Greece. — 
Sad ſource of diſcord ! for the rival princes, 
Unwilling to reſign their high pretenfions, 
Breath'd dire revenge, and threaten'd mutual ſlaughter! 
This to prevent, her father, Tyndarus, 
Long wavering in his mind, reſolves 
To make his daughter's lovers bind themſelves 
By ſolemn oaths, and join their hands in friendiaup, 
As pledges of their faith and union.— 
Mid all the pomp of facrifice, they pour'd 
The que libations on the burning victims, 
And ſwore, by every power which rules above, 


The 
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The perſon of that lover to protect 
Whom Helen for her huſband choſe ; and, more; 
To wage a cruel war againſt that prince; 
If Greek, or if Barbarian, and deſtroy, 
By fire and ſword, his cities, who attempted 
By fraud or force to ſteal the beauteous bride: 
Not one this oath refus'd ; and Tyndarus 
Suffering his daughter, Helen, to purſue 
Her inclinations in the choice; it fell 
(Oh! that it never had!) on Menelaus. 
Meanwhile, the Phrygian prince, who gave 
The prize of beauty, when the goddeſſes 
On Ida's top unveil'd their charms, (this Fame 
Reports) on Lacedemon's coaſt arriv'd, 
With vaſt magniſicence; a grand retinue 
His ſteps attended, and adorn'd with veſts, 
Splendid with purple and Barbaric gold 
The luxury of Afia, ſoon engag'd 
The young and unſuſpecting heart of Helen: 
Thence in his painted veſſels he convey'd her 
Far from her country to Neptunian Troy : 
The injur'd Menelaus, by his ſpouſe 
Deſerted, ſummons all the Grecian princes, 
And, by their ancient oaths to Tyndarus, 
Conjures them to reſent the vile affront 
And inſult offer'd to his marriage bed: 
Greece now prepares for war ; her different ſtates, 
With their confederate forces, meet at Aulis. 
Chariots and glittering arms along the plain 
Diffuſe a ſplendour ; add a thouſand ſhips 

Fill 
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Fill the capacious bay and me they chuſe 
Commander of their numerous armie:: 
Such their eſteem for my much injur'd brother; 
So great their ardour to revenge his wrongs.— 
Oh, that this envy'd dignity had fall'n 

On any other head but mine Pre- eminence 
Fatal and ſad !—By adverſe winds detain'd, 

The impatient ſoldiers linger on this ſhore. 

The holy prophet, Calchas, we conſulted. 

Long time the ſeer obſerv'd a gloomy filence : 
At laſt, with faultering tongue, this anſwer gave: 
Sad truths ! oh, fon of Atreus, I reveal; 

Thy daughter, Iphigenia, at the ſhrine 

Of chaſte Diana mult be ſacrific'd 

A ſpotleſs victim to the virgin goddeſs : 

Then ſhall the winds propitious watt you ſafe 
To Ilion's walls, ſucceſs attend your arms, 
Great Priam's city fall, himſelf expire, 

And Greece return with ſpoils and conqueſt crown'd : 
- Unleſs you thus Diana's wrath appeaſe; 

The flect is in this bay for ever lock'd. 
Struck, as with thunder, by this oracle, 

And feeling all a father's tenderneſs, 

Soon I determin'd never to reſign 

My Iphigenia to the murderous prieſts ; 
And therefore to Talthybius gave command 
The army to diſmiſs. — O'ercome, at length; 
By my dear brother, Menelaus' tears, 
With mind irreſolute and much perplex'd; 
I fign'd the fatal ſentence. To the quecn 


5 Letters 
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Letters I wrote, commanding her to bring 
Her firſt-born Iphigenia to the camp 
At Aulis, to eſpouſe the young Achilles; 
Extolling much the virtue of that hero, 
Who, I affirm'd, refus'd to ſail for Troy 
Before theſe nuptials he had ſolemniz'd. 
Concealing thus the facrifice intended 
From a fond mother's eyes, with ſoothing hopes 
Of a feign'd marriage for her daughter flatter'd 3 
Calchas, Laertes' ſon, and Menclaus, 
Alone are privy to this dreadful ſecret: 
But I repent my ſavage cruelty ; 
And in the letters which you ſaw me write, 
In this ſtill hour of filence and repoſe, 
My orders I retract. Then go to Argos, 
Bearing the letters which I now deliver; 
Relying on thy faith, to thee, 
I may diſcloſe their purport ; for thou art 
To Clytemneſtra and myſelf devoted. 
AGAMEMNORXN neads. 
Daughter of Leda, from thy ſpouſe receive 
Theſe orders, differing from the former. 
e | 
Proceed; great prince explain thy ſecret thoughts; 
Thus with thy letters will my words agree. 
AGAMEMNON reading. 
Send not my Iphigenia to the ſands 
Of Aulis, for her nuptials are deferr'd 
But on ſome future day the ſacred rites 
Of Hymen we ſhall celebrate. 
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ARC ASV. 

Wil not the fierce Achilles ſtorm, | 
Thus of his promis d bride defrauded ? 
Much to be dreaded is that hero's anger; 
Conſider this, oh ſon of Atreus! 

a AG AME MN ON. 

Achilles' name is only borrow'd; 

He knows not of the fatal ſacrifice; 

Ignorant of this pretended marriage, 

And that my daughter is his deſtin'd bride: 
ARC AS. 

Dangerous, oh king is thy intention, 
To facrifice for injur'd Greece thy daughter; 
The conſort of the warlike ſon of Thetis ! 

 _AGAMEMN O N: 

What can I do ?—bereft of every powet 
Of reaſon and reflection into whit 
A deep abyſs of miſery am I fall'n |— 

Of fathers, ſure, the moſt unfortunate !— 

But go with ſpeed to Argos; and forget, 

Ir thy ſwift flight, the infirmities of age: 
A R CAS. 


I fly, my lord: 
A G AM E M N O N; 
Let not fatigue invite you to repoſe, 
Where hanging woods a grateful umbrage ſ pread; 


Or the ſoft murmurs of a cryſtal ſtream 
Detain your ſteps. 


AR c A3. 
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ARC A $. 
Think better of my promptitude to ſerve you, 


AG AME MN ON. 
Arriving where the roads divide, obſerve 
Whether the chariot which my daughter bears 
Is not gone forward to the Grecian camp— 
Trace the impreſſion of the wheels! 


ARC AS. 

Upon my vigilance rely. 

AG AME MN ON. 

No longer I detain thee—now depart 
If on the road thou meet the glitt'ring car, 
Aſſume the reins and drive the courſers back 
To Argos. 


| AR e A8. 
But will thy wife and daughter pay attention, 
Or credit, to the meſſage which I bear ? 


AG AME MN OR. 
This ſignet take, with which I ſeal'd my letter 
Now go; for ſee, the ſaffron morn appears, 
The ſhades of night diſpelling—and the ſun 
Shoots thro' the orient ſkies a golden gleam. 
Fly, and bring health to my diſorder'd ſoul. 
Vain our purſuit of happineſs, ſince all 
Of mortal race are doom'd to ſuffer woe. 
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Enter CHORUS. 


CHORUS. STROPHE I, 


From Chalcis, where her gentle ſtream 
Fair Arethuſa leads, 

Thro' foreſts crown'd with waving green, 
And cultivated meads. 

By winds propitious watted o'er 

Euripus, to the rocky ſhore 

Of Aulis, on whoſe barren ſands, 
In glittering arms appear, 


Renown'd Achaia's numerous bands, 


Breathing revenge and war. 
With what delight ſhall I behold, 
Radiant, in purple and in gold, 
Above the reſt the leaders ſhine, 
And by their deeds aſſert their race divine! 
Our lovers in this cauſe engag'd, 

Muſt fill each female heart with joy; 
Wich banners ſtreaming in the wind, 

A thouſand veſlels fail for Troy, 
B-auteous Helen to reſtore 

To injur'd Menelaus arms, 
Whom on Eurota's verdant banks, 

Fair blooming with celeſtial charms, 
The Phrygian Paris made his prey, 
And ſafe convey'd her thro the watry way. 
The haughty prince in vain will claim 
The promiſe of the Cyprian dame; 
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When by a limpid fountain's fide, 
Beneath a poplar ſhade, 

Venus with Jove's great conſort vy'd, 
And Pallas, blue-ey'd maid. 


ANTISTROPHE-L 


Thro' thy conſecrated grove, 

Bright goddeſs of the chace ! 
With reverential awe I move, 

And flow and folemn pace. 
My cheeks, with crimſon bluſhes warm, 
Of youth and innocence the charm : 
While with a fond defire I glow, 

The Grecian army to ſurvey, 

The camp, the ſteeds, the glittcring ſhow, 
Pair op'ning to the golden day. 
The two Ajaces there I view'd, 

Of Telamon and great Oileus' blood, 
The firſt in rocky Salamis ador'd ; 

And join'd with theſe the Phylecean lord *, 
Engag'd in ſedentary games; 

By Palemedes, Nauplius' ſon, 
And Diomede, the ponderous diſe 

Aloft in air is thrown. 
Merion, favour'd by the god 

Who rules the fields of ame, 
For great and generous deeds renown'd, 

In arms a mighty name. 


* Prote ſilaus. 
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From Ithaca's aerial brow, 


Which overlooks the ſtormy ſea below, 

And gay Zacinthus' verdant meads, 

His valiant troops Ulyſſes leads. 

And Nireus, who, in blooming charms, 
The Grecian chiets excell'd, 


Graceful appears in azure arms, 
Amid the embattled field. 


EPODE I. 


Swifter than the Eaſtern wind, 
The great Achilles from the bed 
Of Thetis ſprung, and by the care 
Of Chiron, learned Centaur, bred, 
I ſaw contending in the duſty courſe, 
Where, along the winding ſhore, 
Four fiery ſteeds a glitt'ring chariot bore, 
Ruſhing impetuous with reſiſtleſs force: 
Ev'n now the rattling ſound I hear, 
With ſlacken'd reins the charioteer, 
Pheretian Eumelus, exhorts, with cries, 
His ſteeds, long glorious in the duſty plain, 
And every nerve the foaming courſers ſtrain, 
Ambitious to obtain the victor's prize, 
Of milk-white hue one pair, and one 
With beautcous ſpots diverſify'd ; 
Their waving manes and cheſts adorn'd 
With gold and trappings' glittering pride, 


On 
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On foot, and by a weight of armour preſt, 
Pelides ſtill his courſe purſu'd, 

Fleet as the rapid car he run, 
With more than mortal ſtrength endu'd. 


STROPHE IL 


Advancing to the ſpacious bay, 

I gaz'd with vaſt delight ; 
Where, rang'd in ranks, the navy lay, 

A new and pleafing fight. | 
On the right wing, full fifty ſhips contain, 
With brazen beaks, the brave Theflalian train 
The virgin daughters of the ſea, 

High on the helm, with living graces ſhone 
In ſculptur'd gold, the enfign fam'd 

Of great Achilles, Thetis' godlike ſon ! 


ANTISTROPHE I. 


With fifty ſail the Argive band, 

Whom brave Euryalus, Meciſteus' heir, 
And valiant Sthenelus command, 

In order next appear. 
Demophoon ſprung from Theſeus' ſtrong embrace, 
In ſixty barks conducts the Athenian race. 

Upon the ſummit of the deck 

Is plac'd the ſtatue of the blue-ey'd maid, 
Propitious fign of victory, 

In military robes array'd, 


5 STROPHE 
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STROPHE UI. 


With painted prows, next fifty ſhips convey 
The bold Bœotians thro' the watry way; 
Here Cadmus, glorious on the head appears, 
IUluſtrious founder of the Theban ſtate ! 
Figur'd in ſolid gold ! with look ſedate, 
The myſtic ſerpent in his hand he bears. 


Brave Leitus conducts the martial line; 


Next, ſheath'd in arms, the Locrian ſquadrons ſhine, 
Led by Oileus' ſon, the valiant train 
In fitty gallies cut the liquid main. 


ANTISTROFHE III. 


The warlike troops, from proud Mycene's ſhore, 
Twice fifty veſſels thro' the ocean bare, 
By Atreus' ſon, great Agamemnon led; 

See o'er the reſt the chief exalted ſtand, 

By Greece inveſted with ſupreme command, 
Reſenting Menelaus' injur'd bed, 
And ncxi, renown'd for wiſdom and for years, 
Sage Neſtor with his Pylian fleet appears, 
Veil'd in a bull's bright form, the ſtream divine 
Of ſam'd Alpheus, his illuſtrious ſign. 


E PO D E IL 


In twelve licht barks the Enian youth, 


Their gallant king, Guneus, led; 
To theſe the brave Epcan chiefs 
And warlike Eurytus ſucceed. 


Next 
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Next follow'd Meges, valiant ſon 

Of Phyleus, from the rocky ſhores 
Of Taphos, with a numerous hoſt, 

Who, with long reſounding oars, 
Plough'd the rough ſurface of the ſeas, 
Where round the fam'd Echidanes, 

Vex'd by perpetual ſtorms, the billows riſe, 
And gathering clouds obſcure the azure ſkies. 
The Salaminian troops, with Ajax, ſprung 

From Telaman's illuſtrious line, 

With twelve fair ſhips, whoſe ſpreading fails 

The extended wings of battle join, 

And the wide armament incloſe, 
Our fleet protecting from our barbarous foes. 
A ſight ſo ſplendid never more 
Shall I behold again ; 
Tho! long as life ſhall laſt, my mind 
The great idea will retain. 
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ACT II. 


SCENE I. 


MENELAUS, ARCAS 


| ARCAS. 
'T- HUS, Menelaus, wilt thou treat thy brother? 


MENELAVU $. 
Thou carrieſt thy fidelity too far. 


ARC A 5$. 
Gloriqus to me are thy reproaches, 


M E N E L AU $. 
Thou ſhalt repent this inſolence. 


AR CAS. 
It ill became thee to unſeal thoſe letters. 


M E N E L Au S. 
Or thee to injure the affairs of Greece. 


AR CAS. 
Reſtore the letters without further words. 


MEN ILXI US. 
That will J never do. 


AR C A $S» 
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AR CAS. 
Nor will J leave thee. 


M E NE L Aus. 
This ſceptre may chaſtiſe thy boldneſs. 


AR C A'S 


To die in ſuch a cauſe, I ſhould be happy 


MENEL AU 5s. 
Vile ſlave ! preſume not to oppoſe my will, 


ARCA 8. 

Oh Agamemnon, ever honour'd maſter ! | 
How art thou now inſulted by thy brother ! 
Thy letters open'd, and thy ſervant treated 
With foul indignity, againſt all laws 
Of reaſon and of juſtice ! 


SCENE II. 


Enter AGAMEMNON and CHORUS. 
[ Trochaicks. | 


AGAMEMN O N. 
What noiſe is that ?—the clamour of diſcordant 
tongues I hear ! 


AR C A $ 
I am the perſon injur'd, and my words deſerve at- 
tention, [ Agamemnon ſends atv] Arcas. 


AG AME MN OR. | 
Why, Menelaus, didſt thou offer violence to that 
poor man ? 


3 MEN E L Aus. 
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KEANE LAPS: 
Firſt, fix thy eyes on me; then will I, my ſentiments 
declare, 
A G AM E MN OR. 
Muſt I, a monarch, and the eldeſt ſon of Arreus, 
dread thy looks ? 


M E N E L AV $ 
Behold theſe letters, which thy dark and ſecret pur: 
poſes declare. 


AGAMEM NON. 


Return my letters; and to thy complaints I then 
ſhall liſten. 


M E N E I. Aus. 
Yes—after J have ſhewn them to the Grecian princes, 


— 


AG AM EN N © N., 


Doſt thou preſume to break the ſeal, and read my 
private letters ? 


M R N E T A U 8. 


1 do: and ſhall to public view, expoſe thy ſecret 


Crimes. 


AG AME MN O N. 


But whence proceeds, oh Menelaus ! this unheard- 
of freedom? | 


MENEL A U $. 
From a defire to fee thy daughter Iphigenia. 


AGAME MN ON. 
What right haſt thou in family concerns to interfere ? 


M E N E L AUS. 
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M EN E l. Abs. 
It is my will for I am born thy brother, not thy 
ſlave. 
AG AME M N O N, 
Oh cruel outrage! am I not maſter of my own affairs? 


> n 
I hate thy ſickle temper, ever wavering and uncertain, 


AGAME M N ON. | 
Thy indiſcretion is a fault which merits equal cenſure, 


M EN EIL AUS. 
Thou art irreſolute, unjuſt, and to thy friends perfi- 
dious; 
And this thou ſhalt confeſs, tho* by the miſts of paſſion 
blinded ; 
Recall the time, when by ambition and a love of glory 
fr'd, | 
To lead the embattled troops of Greece to Ilion's walls ; 
To what did not the fon of Atreus condeicend ?—T he 
ſpecious veil 
Of modeſty aſſum'd free of acceſs ; courteous to all; 
Thy palace opcn to receive the meaneſt of the army ; 
What man io low who was not then with thy caretles 
favour'd ? 


Thus could'ſt thou ſtoop to gain the Popular favour ; 


which conferr'd 
On thee, the wiſh'd for dignity, the darling object 
once poſſeſs'd, 


Thy manners with thy fortune chang'd—familiar with 


thy iricnds no more, 
Thy 
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Thy carriage haughty and reſerv'd, and, like a gloomy 
tyrant, 
In public ſeldom ſeen.—Does it become the man for 
empire form'd, | 
Crown'd with tranſcendant glory, and of numerous ar- 
mies leader, 
Thus to betray inconſtancy of temper ?—*Tis more 
conſiſtent 
With wiſdom and with virtue, when in proſperity, then 
moſt | 
200% our friends, ſince fortune puts it in our power 
to icrve them. 
nis is my firſt complaint: now hear the next. Soon 
as the Grecian fleet 
Arriv'd a Aulis, the powers divine dread marks of an- 
ger gave, 
And proſperous gales refus'd, to ſpeed our navy to the 
Trojan ſhores, 
Tir'd with delay, the Greeks deſir'd thee to diſmiſs the 
troops, 
And leave the fatal coaſt, T hy deep diſtreſs what lan- 
guage then could paint? 
Commander of a thouſand ſhips, with all the powers 
of Greece 
Threat'ning to bring deſtruction on the perjur'd race of 
Priam. 
To me, as to a friend, thou didſt diſcloſe the anguiſh 
of thy ſoul ; 
Unable to determine how to act, or by what means 
preſerve 


Thy 
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Thy rank and dignity. Calchas, at length, a ſolemn 
ſacrifice 


Prepares ; then tells us, that our fleet by chaſte Diana 
is detain'd, 

Who, with thy daughter Iphigenia's blood, muſt be 
appeas'd : 

Which done, a favourable wind and happy voyage he 
promis'd. 

and didſt thou not conſent to theſe dire orders of the 
goddels ? 

And meſſengers diſpatch with letters to thy queen, fair 
Clytemneſtra, 

Commanding her to ſend thy dwwighter to the camp, 
pretended bride | 

Of young Achilles.—No force compeli d thee to that 
ſtrange expedient: 


Then make not that thy plea.—But now thy ſentiments 
are chang'd, 


And letters of a different purport wrote, defiring her 
to ſtay 

At Argos; declaring that thou never wilt conſent to ſhed, 

With ctuel hands, thy virgin daughter's blood. I call 
the conſcious heavens 

And ambient air to witneſs to the truth of my aſſertions! 

Such is the conduct of mankind —no methods left un- 


try'd 

To reach the ſlippery height of fame ; which frequently 
the voice 

Of an unthinking multitude beſtows without regard to 
merit. 


Finding, 
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Finding, by ſad experience, that they are unequal to 
the taſk 


Of empire, not without reaſon they renounce their ho- 
nours, 

And ſhamefully deſert their poſt, to mean obſcurity 
conſign'd. 

For Greece alone I mourn, who now prepar'd a glorious 
war to wage 

Againſt a barbarous nation, muſt diſmiſs the pleaſing 
thoughts 

Of conqueſt and renown, and be the jeſt of all mankind. 

Thy daughter and thyſelf the cauſe—never ſhall ample 
wealth 

Or noble birth, induce me to exalt a man to high 
command; 

But fortitude of mind, which, above every other virtue, 

Raiſes the ſoul, and makes it fit for action. 


C HO NR U 8. 


| Fierce the contention, 
When brothers diſagree. 
AGAMEM NO N. 
I too, with juſtice, might of thee complain : 
But I remember that I am thy brother, and ſhall there- 
fore ſpcak 

With coolneſs and with temper ; for it beſt becomes 

| the virtuous man, 


But whence proceeds thy fury, and thy thirſt for blood 
and * ? 


Who 
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Who has offended thee ? or doſt thou wiſh for happier 
nuptials ? 

If fo, it is not in my power to give them; and muſt I 
ſubmit 

To pay the penalty of Helen's crimes, and thy impru- 
dence ? 

Or art thou hurt by my ambition? or, perhaps, deſirous 

To take the fair-one to thy arms, regaruleis ot thy 
honour. 

Pleaſures, thus dearly purchas'd, are by men of ſenſe 


deſpiſed — 

Grant that I err'd in judgment, and have alter'd my 
opinion, 

In that am I to blame, more culpable thyſcif to with, 

At any price, to gain poſſeſſion of thy faithleſs conſort, 

From whoſe dire charms thou art releasd by heaven's 
peculiar favour. 

Raſh was the promiſe made to Tyndarus—the dictates 
of a paſſion 

Wild and imprudent : but I expect tne day will ſoon 
arrive, | 

When we ſhall treat with due contempt our oaths by 
force extorted. 

Never will I conſent to be the murderer of my children. 

It thou thy peace of mind wilt ſacrifice, a worthleſs 
woman to regain, 

It is thy choice; for me, I ſhould coaſume my days in 
grief, 

Could I fo far forget a father's duty, as to gratity, 
| Vita 
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With Tphigenia's death, thy dire revenge and love of 


war. 

Thus briefly have I told thee my teſolves if thou refuſe 

To liſten to the voice of reaſon, nought does it import 
to me. 


CHORUS. 


The words of Agamemnon differ much 
From what he oft has promis'd : but we cannot blame 
A father's fondneſs for his children. 


MENELAU 5. 
Wretch that I am ! by every friend defertcd ! 


AG AME MN ON. 
It is thy fault if ere thy friends deſert thee. 


M E N E L Au S. 
And can my brother treat me thus unkindly ? 
AGAMEMN ON. 
Thy virtues I admire, but not thy faults. 
M E N E IL Aus. 
Thou, as my friend, ſhould'ſt join in all my ſorrows. 
AG AME MN OR. 
I wiſh to ſerve thee, not to ſooth thy paſſions. 


M E N E IL A us. 
Doſt thou not feel for injur'd Greece ? 


AGAMEM N O N. 

Greece is like thee—afflicted by ſome demon. 
MENELAV $% 

Thy mind is dazzled with thy recent honours, 


Or. 
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Or thou could'ſt never treat thy brother thus 
But I will ſeek for other friends, who may behave 
With more fincerity. 


SCENE III. 


Enter MESS E N G E R. 


MESS ENG E R. 
Commander of the Greeks; 
Great Atreus' ſon! moſt joyful news I bear; 
Thy daughter Iphigenia, and thy wife 
Fair Clytemneſtra, with the young Oreſtes, 
At Aulis are arriv'd.— Oh with what pleaſure, 
After ſo long an abſence, wilt thou view 
Theſe objects of thy tender care—fatigu'd 
With the long journey, by a cryſtal fountain, 
Thy conſort with her train, relieve with reſt 
Their weary'd limbs—thy courſers, from the cat 
Unharneſs'd, crop the tender herb, and range 
The verdant meads - with haſte I flew, oh king ! 
To tell thee their arrival ; for already Fame 
Has ſpread the rumour thro' the Grecian camp; 
The ſoldiers run with ardour to behold 
The beauteous princeſs. —Fortunate are thoſe 
Who by their birth and qualities engage 
The love and admiration of mankind. 
All aſk, what ſplendid feſtival is this ? 
Perhaps our king prepares to celebrate 
The nuptials of his daughter, and intends 
L The 


* 
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The virgin to preſent to chaſte Diana, 

The tutelary deity of Aulis ! 

Happy the hand which leads her to the altar! 
Why this delay ? haſte and adorn thy head 
With garlands, and the ſacrifice perform 

In honour-of this great ſolemnity ! 

Thou, Menelaus, in the joy partake ; 

While to the flute's ſoft notes the dancers move, 
And hymeneal ſongs the palace fill; 

Thee we felicitate, oh royal virgin! 

On this auſpicious day! 


A GAME MN ON. 
[ thank thee for thy news. 
But now retire, and leave me to my fate. 
Exit Meſſenger. Manet Menelaus, 


SCENE IV. 


AG AME MN O N, 

What ſhall I fay ? unhappy ! whence begin 
The ſad recital of my woes ? Firſt I deplore 
My own raſh folly ?—next lament the ſnares 
In which my cruel deſtiny hath plung'd me 
Fortune, exerting all her vigilance, 

Hath baffled every flattering icheme I form'd, 
And yet I muſt not ſhed a tear. To thoſe 
Bred in the ſhade of calm obſcurity, 

It is permitted to indulge their grief 

In ſighs and tears ; but this ſmall privilege 

Is now deny'd me Monarchs are the ſlaves 
Of their own ſubjects, who exert their power 
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With unrelenting rigour. To weep my fate 
But ill becomes me, as the king of Greece; 
Vet to my daughter I ſhould not refuſe 

The tribute of a tear. —This is not all: 
For with what latiguage can I now accoſt 
My conſort ? how receive, or with what eyes 
Behold her ?—apainſt my will ſhe viſited 
This camp; and by that fatal ſtep I'm ruin'd ! 
But *tis a mother's duty to attend 
Her daughter's nuptials : how can I condemn her? 
Too well has ſhe obey'd my cruel mandates, 
In bringing with her what I hold more dear 
Than life or fame. Poor virgin! with what pangs 
Shall I receive thy filial piety ? 
Deſtin'd by me; alas ! to be the bride 
Of Hell's grim tyrant—not the ſon of Thetis! 
In Fancy's eye I view the painful ſcene ; 
Behold her ſuppliant at my feet, and hear 
Theſe juſt reproaches from her lips: 
Are theſe the hymeneal rites deſign'd, 
Oh cruel father! for thy wretched daughter ! 
And is my love and duty thus rewarded ? 
Meanwhile Oreſtes, in imperfect accents, 
Unhappy infant! mourns his ſiſter's fate. 
Such are the fruits of Helen's fatal charms ! 
Oh that the Phrygian Paris ne'er had rcach'd 


The coaſt of Greece 1 
CHORUS. 


Altho' a ſtranger, 
1 feel for all 105 woes, illuſtrious king! 


L. 2 NI E N E LAV 1. 
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MENELAVU $. 
Give me your hand, my brother, as the pledge 
Of amity and love. 


AGAME MN O N. 
Accept it—now I own I am vanquiſh'd ! 
This is too much !—oh moſt unfortunate ! 


MEN EIL Au s. 

Now by our common anceſtors I ſwear, 
Illuftrious Atreus ! and the greater Pelops ! 
That, free from all diſguiſe, I will diſcloſe 
To thee my inmoſt thoughts :—when I beheld 
Thy deep diſtreſs, and faw thy tears, I own 
My heart was ſoften'd, and could ſcarce refrain 
Myſelf from weeping—but no more you ſee 
That cruel Menelaus, who advis'd 
A father to reſign his duteous daughter !— 
The virgin never ſhall be ſacrific'd 
On my account !—moſt infamous it were 
To purchaſe for myſelf a tranſient bliſs, 

And on my brother endleſs woes entail. 
What is my object? If 'tis Hymen's joys, 
With eaſe and honour thoſe may be obtain'd. 
But if I loſe my brother and my friend, 

A falſe ungrateful woman to recover, 

For ever ſhall I mourn the ſad exchange. 
My former folly I repent ; and now 

My eyes are open'd, I abhor the guilt 

Of this unnatural murder !—When I think 
Of thy fair daughter, led in ſolemn pomp, 
And on the ſhrine of chaſte Diana ſlain, 
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My ſoul diffolves in tenderneſs and pity ! 
What has thy child to do with Helen's crimes ? 
Let us diſmiſs our armies, and depart 
From this deteſted ſhore.—But oh, my brother! 
Ceaſe to affect me with inceſſant tears, 
For I participate in all thy forrows. 
If heaven, averſe, demands the virgin's blood, 
The price of proſperous gales, know I reſign 
All hopes of vengeance on the Trojan race. 
Glad to condemn my former reſolution, 
By paſſion made, and milder views adopt, 
Subdu'd by friendſhip and paternal love ; 
Thoſe who aſpire to wiſdom, or to virtue, 
Muſt act conſiſtent with the laws of juſtice, 


CHORUS. 


Generous thy words, and worthy the deſcendant 
Of Tantalus, the ſon of Jove ! 
The glory of thy race ſhines forth in thee ! 


AGAMEMN ON, 
Thy kindneſs, Menelaus, far exceeds 
My fondeſt hopes: thou art indeed my brother! 


MENELAU $ 
Intereſt too often has divided thoſe 
Whom kindred blood has join'd in bonds of friendſhip : 
But may perpetual infamy attend 
The man that can diffolve ſuch ſacred ties! 


AGAMEMN ON. 
Alas! thou canſt not fave my daughter's life! 
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Involv'd in ſuch inextricable evils, 
Neceſſity compels me, tho” reluctant, 
'To ſhed her blood ! 


MENELAUWU sS. 
Who can compel thee to that horrid action? 


AG AME MN ON. 
The powers of Greece, aſſembled on theſe ſhores. 
M EN E L AusSV . 
Not if thou ſend thy daughter back to Argos. 
| AGAMEMN 0 N, 
Her quick departure cannot be conceal'd. 


M EN E IL Au S. 
Fear not the clamours of the vulgar herd. 


AGAMEM N ON. 
Should Calchas once diſcloſe the oracle 
M EN E LA uV. 
That too may be prevented by his death. 
AG AME MN O N. 
A prieſt, tho' bad, is ſtill reſpected. 
MENELAU 5s 
A uſeful friend or dangerous enemy 


AG AM E MN ON. 
Ignorant thou art what perſon moſt I dread, 


M E N E I. Avus. 
Can I divine thy thoughts, except thou tell them ? 
AG AME M N O N. 
Ulyſſes is acquainted with the ſecret. | 
MENELAUS 
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MENEL AU $ 
Ho can Ulyſſes injure us? 
AG AME MN OR. 
His powerful eloquence thou knoweſt, 


M EN E L AU $. 

And more, his dangerous Ambition. 

AG AME MN O N, 

I figure to myſelf, Ulyſſes 
Plac'd in the centre of the Grecian hoſt, 
In artful ſtrains the populace haranguing; 
While he to them the oracle reveals, 
And urges my repeated promiſes 
The ſacrifice to make, and that I now refuſe 
To pay obedience to Diana's orders; 
Charm'd with his eloquence, the martial bands 
Will kindle into rage ; and having plung'd 
Their daggers in our breaſts, will next proceed 
Tolead my wretched daughter to her fate, 
And if I fly to Argos, there the Greeks 
With all their forces will purſue me, and lay waſte 
My city and my country. Oh ye gods! 
Who know the cruel torments which I ſuffer, 
Compaſſhonate my woes, excuſe my errors.— 
Thou, Menelaus, grant me one ſmall favour : 
Conccal the oracle from Clytemneſtra 
"Till her ſad daughter ſeeks the realms of Pluto; 
Thus ſhall I have the feeble conſolation 


Of being leſs unhappy 3 and you, fair — 
Diſcloſe not what you've heard. 


L 4 CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. STROPHE. 

Happieſt of the human kind 
Are thoſe who taſte the joys refin'd 
Vhich flow from mutual love, 

Where modeſty, with ſoften'd charms, 

And gentle fires, the boſom warms ; 
And Cytherea, from above, 
Bright-hair'd goodeſs, fans the flame, 
And crowns their joys with wedlock's holy name, 
But wild and furious is that ſoul 
Whom Cupid's cruel laws controul : 
That god, adorn'd with golden hairs, 
For different uſe two arrows bears. 
Wing'd with deſtruction, one inſpires 
Tormenting thoughts and heart-conſuming fires, 


The other happineſs imparts, 


And joins in bliſsful bands canſenting hearts, 
Oh Venus! of the powers divine 
The faireſt! to our prayers attend, 
Avert from us the empoiſon'd dart; 
And may'ſt thou, goddeſs, condeſcend 
To light our nuptial torch, and crown 
With chaſte defires the bridal beds ; 
While, to improve the tender ſcene, 
Beauty her ſoft allurements ſpreads ; 
Bright queen of Paphos ! grant us our requeſt, 
Far from our ſouls remove 
The horrid pangs of guilty love, 
With Virtue's temperate joys ſupremely bleſt. 


US: | ANTI. 
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ANTISTROPHE 


The ſoul, with various paſſions fir'd, 

Rejects what once it moſt defir'd, 

If to Virtue's paths inclin'd, 

With poliſh'd manners, love of fame, 
And glory's animating flame, 

Education forms the mind. 

The aſpiring youth to heaven aſcends, 

And public praife his ſteps attends. 

But chiefly thou, fair Modeſty, 

With heaven-born wiſdom, thy ally, 

Diffuſe your gentle influence, 

Improving our imperfect ſenſe, 

And to our wond'ring minds make known 

The road to honour and renown, 

With the milder arts of peace, 

Fountain of domeſtic bliſs, 

Thus ſhall glory conſecrate 
Our ſtill ſurviving name, 

And to regions far remote 
Our noble acts proclaim. 

Let us then aſpire to reach 
Virtues pure, ſublime, and great ; 

Which lodg'd in female breaſt preſerve 
The marriage bed inviolate. 

In men, the patriot or the hero frame, 
Who for his country nobly bleeds, 
Who by his wiſdom and heroic deeds, 

| To future times extends his glorious name. 


EPODE. 
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EPODE. 


Thou, Paris, on thy native coaſt, 

Where Ida rears her tow' ring head, 
For rural offices deſign'd, 

Amid the ſhepherds bred : 
Thy flocks, the level meads along, 

Feed on the tender herb, and drink 

On Simois or Scamander's brink ; 
While, to join the choral ſong, 
Fair-hair'd maids and ſprightly ſwains, 
To thy flute's harmonious ſtrains, 
In antic meaſures move ; 

(Thy flute Olympus” pipe excell'd) 

When ſuddenly amid the field, 
Deſcending from above 
Appear, in majeſty array'd, 

Imperial Juno's haughty mien, 

The ſofter charms of beauty's queen, 
With war's triumphant maid ; 
Choſe by the rival goddeſſes, 

The prize of beauty to decide, 
Thy judgment to reward, the Idalian queen 

Promis'd Helen for thy bride. 
With flatt'ring gales thy veſſel bore 
Thee to the fam'd Laconian ſhore. 
Receiv'd with hoſpitable ſtate 

In royal palaces, where gold 

And ivory ſhone, didſt thou unfold 
Thy dark defigns, and the decrees of fate. 


Soon 
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Soon inexperienc'd Helen prov'd 

Thy dangerous power, and fondly lov'd, 

Thou, in thy turn, a victim to her charms, 
Both languiſh'd in a mutual flame 
While, ta reyenge their injur'd fame, 

The Grecian warriors threat with dire alarms 

The towers of heaven-built Troy, 

While diſcord, with a ſavage joy, 

And bloody mantle, from afar 


Her baneful torch diſplays—dread ſign of war, 


ACT 
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ACT III. 


SCENE I. 


CHORUS. 


OW Fortune ſmiles on thoſe 
Whom noble birth exalts—behold 

Our beauteous princeſs, Iphigenia, 
With her fair mother, Clytemneſtra— 
Admire the ſplendor of their race, 
Rais'd to the higheſt pinnacle of glory ; 
And then confeſs the righteous gods 
k Communicate to wretched mortals 
7H A portion of their pure felicity. 
wy Virgins of Chalcis, haſten to receive 
by” The queen, deſcending from her car, 
With every mark of friendſhip and reſpect. 
The ſame attention to her daughter pay : 
And let no tears, or ſad preſages, fright 
The princeſs and the.queen for they, like us, 
Are ſtrangers on this coaſt, 
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SCENE IL 


CLYTEMNESTRA appears on the ſtage in a chariot, with 
IrICENIA and OrEsTES—An infant ſleeping in her 
arms. 


CLYTEMNESTR A 
Your kind congratulations I conſider 

A happy omen of the joys that wait 

My daughter's nuptials ! —but theſe preſents take, 
The pledges of a mother's love, and bear 
To Agamemnon's tent—and now deſcend, 

My Iphigenia, from the lofty car : 

Theſe nymphs will in their arms receive thee— 
Let one aſſiſt me with her hand; the reſt, 
Attentive watch the courſers, leaſt they fright 

The ſleeping infant. — Oh, my dear Oreſtes! 

Let not ſoft ſlumbers ſeal thy eyes—awake ! 

My child! and taſte the bleſſings which the gods, 
For thee, and for thy ſiſter, have prepar'd ! 

Great in thy birth ! deſcended from a race 

Of heroes and of kings! far greater honours 4 
Expect from theſe eſpouſals of thy ſiſter, ; 
Ally'd to Thetis' godlike ſon, renown'd 
For wiſdom and for valour !—Thou, my daughter, 6 
Walk by my fide ; and let theſe ſtrangers ſee 
That I, the happieſt of my ſex, can boaſt 

A child like thee ! with every grace adorn'd ! 
But yonder comes thy father ; let us haſte 
Jo meet him. 


SCENE 
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SCENE IL 


Enter Ae AME MN O Ns 
CLI TEMN ES IT AA. 


IPHIGE NIA. 
After ſo long an abſence; may I not 
Uncenſur'd ruſh into his arms ? 


CLYTEMNESTR A 
Dear to my ſoul—my huſband—and my king 
We come obedient to thy high commands. 
1 P HIS ENI A 
Excuſe my boldneſs, ever honour'd father, 
If, abſent from thee ſuch a length of time, 
J joy to preſs thee to my breaſt ! 
AGAMEMN © Ns 
Come to my arms, my beſt, my deareſt daughter 
In filial piety and tenderneſs 
'Thou always didſt exceed my other children. 
IPHIGEN I A. 
Oh! with what pleaſure do I now behold thee ! 
AS AME MN ON. 
My feelings are the ſame as thine, my daughter 
g IPHIGEN I A. | 
Kind were thy orders to attend thee here. 


| AGAME MN ON. 
I know not whether I deſerve thy thanks. 


IPHIGENI 4&4 
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IPHIGEN I A 
But whence this ſudden unexpected coldneſs ? 


Accuſe the cares attendant on a crowns 


IPHIGEN I A 
Let them give place awhile to ſofter paſſions, 


AGAMEMN ON. 
Am I not with thee ? doſt thou not engage 
My every thought ? 
IPHIGENSI A 
Diſmiſs that awful look, 
My father, and aſſume a face ſerene. 
AGAMEM N O N, 
Tis only in thy preſence I rejoice. 
IPHIGEN I A. 
I ſee thy tears involuntary flow. 
AG AM EM NO N. 
Our ſeparation will be long and fad, 
IPHIGEN I A 
I aſk not, deareſt father! what you mean. 


AGAMEMN ON. 
Thy modeſt prudence heightens my diſtreſs ! 


IPHIGENTI A, 

What ſhall I fay to chear thy drooping mee ? 
AGAME MN OR. 

Oh! I cannot contain !—Deſerving daughter! 


IPHIGEN IA. 6: 
Renounce this war, and taſte domeſtic joys. 5 


\ 


AGAMEMNON, 
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AGAMEMN ON. 
That much I with, but cruel fate denies. 


IPHIGENI A 
Periſh the wars and nuptials of thy brother ! 


AGAMEMN ON. 
On me and mine firſt will they bring deſtruction. 


IPHIGEN 1 A 
What is the cauſe of thy long ſtay at Aulis ? 


AGAMEMN OR. 
Something prevents the army from embarking. 


IPHIGEN I A, 


Where will you ſail to meet our Phrygian foes ? 


AGAMEMN O N. 
To the dire country which gave birth to Paris. 


a 


IPHIGEN I A, 
Deſerting me, you traverſe dangerous ſeas. 
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AG AME MN ON. 
Thou ſhalt accompany thy father. 


IPHIGEN I A. 
I wiſh the cuſtoms of my ſex permitted. 
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AG AME MN ON. 
Too ſoon, my daughter, wilt thou paſs the floods 


IPHIGENI A. 
Alone ſhall I embark, or with my mother? 


* * > — . 
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| AGAMEMN Ox. 
|! Alone : no parent will attend thee. 
h | IHHIGEN 1 A. 
19 Thoſe words allude to my intended marriage. 
| AGAMEMNON, 
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A G AME MN ON. 
That, virgin, it becomes not thee to know. 


IPHIGEN IA. 
Haſte, and return victorious from the wars. 


AG AME MN ON. 
But firſt a ſacrifice muſt I perform ! 


IPHIGENITI A 
To the appointed prieſts that care belongs. 


A GAME MN 0 N. 
Thou wilt behold it near the altar plac'd. 


IPHIGENHI A 
To join, no doubt, in hymns the virgin choir. 
AGAMEM N ON. 

Oh envy'd ignorance !—happier far than me 
Bur, Iphigenia, now retire, and join 
The female train—how dearly have I bought 
Thy kind careſſes, and the ſoft effuſions 
Of filial duty !—ſoon to be ſucceeded 
By all the pangs of bitter abſence ! 
Thy bluthing cheeks, thy eyes ſoft radiance, 
And tender frame, a better fate deſerve ! 
What miſeries to me have you produc'd ? 
Unhappy Helen! and ill-fated 'Froy | 
But ceaſe—an utterance to my words 
My tears refuſe ! and, "ſpite of all my courage, 
[ weep when I embrace thee !—deareſt child — 


Farewell ! Exit Iphigenia. 
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SCENE IV. 
AGAMEMNON and CLYTEMNESTR A. 


AGAMEMN ON. 

Daughter of Tyndarus and Leda! 
Excuſe my tears !—for ſoon my Iphigenia 
Muſt be reſign'd to great Achilles' arms! 
Much I rejoice in the alliance; but yet 
The thought of yielding up the virgin 
Into the hands of ſtrangers, fills my ſoul 
With preſent anguiſh ! 


LTT As 


I ſhould feel the ſame, 
If I did not conſider that theſe nuptials 


Are ſuited to my daughter's rank and age. 
Soon ſhall I ſee her deſtin'd ſpouſe—his name 
Already has been mentioned—now reveal 

His race and country. 


AG AME MN O N. 
Eſopus had a daughter nam'd gina 


e LI TIM MIT. 
Did the a mortal or a god eſpouſe? 


AG AME MN ON. 
Great Jove! and brought forth Æacus, Ænone's king 


CL Y TEMWMNEST-E: A; 


Who was the eldeſt fon of Aacus ? 


AG AME MN ON. 
Peleus; the ſame who marry'd Thetis. 


CLYTE M- 


4 


IPHIGENIAin AULIS. 1863 


 _ELYTEMNESTR A. 
Say, did the gods approve of thoſe eſpouſals ? 
. AG AME MN ON. 
Both Jupiter and Nereus gave conſent. 
S Nrn. 
Within the ocean were the rites perform'd ? 
AGAME MN O N, 
On Pelion's ſhaggy top, where Chiron dwells, 
CLYTEMNEST RA. 
The country which the Centaur race poſſeſs ? 


AGAMEMN ON. 
There did the gods the marriage celebrate. 


CLYTEMNESTR A. 
Did Thetis, or her huſband, educate 
The great Achilles ? 
A G AME MN ON. 
Chiron they employ'd 
To form his mind to wiſdom and to virtue. 
CLYTRMNESTR AA 
Prudent they were to fix on ſuch a tutor. 
gh AGAMEMNON. 
This is the future huſband of thy daughter. 
CLYTEMNESTR A | 
Well, he deſerves her ; but where lies his kingdom ? 
AGAMEM N O N, 
On Phthia's borders, ncar Apidanus, 
M 2 _ELYTE M- 
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Muſt Iphigenia go ſo far from Argos ? 


AGAMEM N ON. 
To her intended ſpoule that care belongs. 


CLYTEMNESTRA; 
And haſt thou fix'd the day for theſe eſpouſals 3 


AGAME MN ON. 
Soon as the ftar of night has fill'd her orb. 


ELY TBMMNESTR A 
The marriage ſacrifice haſt thou prepar'd ? 
| AGAME MN ON. 
That ſacrifice engages all my thoughts. 
CLYTEMNESTR A. 
Wilt thou not make a nuptial feaſt ? 
AGAME M N ON. 
Firſt muſt I offer up the ſacred victims. 
| CLYTEMNESTR As 
Where with my women mull I celebrate 
The happy day ? 
AC AME M NON. 
Near the Grecian fleet. 
CLYTEMNEST 6 A; 
Moſt rightly haſt thou judg'd, and I comply. 
AGAMEM NO N, 
My wife, refuſe me not this one requeſt, 
c LIT. BMX ESF A A. 
Diſcloſe thy wiſh, for J am all obedience. 
| AGAMEMNOY 
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AG AME MR ON. 
Me it behoves to ſeek Achilles but for you — 


. 
Muſt not a mother bear a part, in what 
Bo much concerns her? 


AG AME MN ON. 
Know 'tis my intention 
The marriage to perform in preſence of the army. 
CLYT EMNEY TRA. 
But where muſt Iphigenia's mother go? 
AGAMEM N OR. 
To Argos, to attend her ather daughters, 
EL TT EMEELITR A. 
If I am abſent, who will bear the torch ? 
| AGAME MN ON. 
Myſelf the ſacred enſign will ſuſtain. 
SEI &, 
But is it not unuſual and indecent ? 
AGAME MN O N, 
It is for women to appear in camps. 
"CL TT TREMNES TE A, 
Me it behoves theſe nuptials to attend, 


| AGAME MN OR. 
Thy children left at Argos claim thy care, 
CL YT EMNES TE A+ 
For them have I provided in my abſence, 


Obey my words. _ 
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CLYTEMNEST RA. 
No : I will not depart : 
I ſwear by Argive Juno, who preſides 
O'er marriage rites—let me enjoy the cares 
Which ſuit a mother never 1 preſum'd 
Thy duties, as a father, to invade, [ Exit, 


SCENE V. 


AGAMEMNON ſolu 
Fruitleſs, alas ! are my attempts to ſend 

My Clytemneſtra back to Argos. 

To what vile artifice have I deſcended ! 
Unhappy !—What vain ſtories have I feign'd 
Thoſe perſons to deceive I hold moſt dear 
And every ſcheme has fail'd !—Pll go and ſeek 
The prophet Calchas, and with him conſult 
What beſt may ſuit the poſture of affairs ; 
How to avert Diana' 's wrath, and terminate 
'The woes of Greece, and to my tortur'd breaſt 
Adminiſter a balm ! —Unleſs you chuſe a wife 
Of diſpoſition mild and amiable, 5 
"Tis much the wiſer part to live unmarry'd, 


CHORUS. STROPHE. 
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And now behold the Grecian train, 
In well-built gallies ſtem the main, 
And ſeek the ſhores, where Simois rolls 
His clear tranſparent flood ; 
And Ilion's lofty turrets riſe, 
Built by the Pythian God : 
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Where with verdant laurel crown'd, 
With treſſes floating in the air, 
Caſſandra, royal fair, 
Her oracles reveals to all around; 
When, by the god inſpir'd, her labouring breaſt 
Heaves with the weight of heavenly truths oppreſt. 


ANT IS TROPH E. 


On the high towers the Trojans ſtand, 
And, trembling, view the Grecian band 
Advancing in the pomp of war; 

Conſpicuous with his brazen ſhield, 
Mars, dread avenger ! ſtalks before! 

Diffuſing terror thro? the field! 

From Simois' banks, and Priam's proud abodes, 

The Greeks the fatal beauty bear, 

Sad cauſe of all the war ! 

Helen, the fiſter of the warrior gods! 
Whoſe ſtars the face of heaven adorn, - 
And now triumphant thro” the ſeas return. 


E POD E. 


Proud Ilion's walls the victor troops ſurround, 
And death and ſlaughter rages all around! 
Before my eyes the horrid ſcene appears 
The captive nymphs of Troy diſſolv'd in tears! 
Sad Hecuba, amid the weeping train, 

Laments her huſband and her children ſlains 


M 4 | |  Ledean 
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* Ledean Helen feels the general woe, 
Fon ; And from her eyes the cryſtal waters flow : 
Wh Not without cauſe does the falſe fair-one dread 
| Her huſband's hate for his inſulted bed. 
| | May heaven avert, in pity to my prayer, 
[ 


4 From me, and mine, the miſeries of war! 
'Þ In future ages, the fair Phrygian dames 
| Will tell the tale in melancholy ſtrains ; 
And, as they draw the ſlender thread along, 
| Amule their labours with this mourntul ſong, 
14 Is there a ſoul ſo dead to ſhame, | 
But will lament the fate 
4 Ot Priam's race, unfortunate, 
K And heaven-built Troy's expiring fame ? 
Our much-lov'd country we deplore, 
And Afia's glory, now no more. 
Helen the cauſe ! whom fame has term'd 
The daughter of immortal Jove ! 
[| Chang'd to a ſwan, the amorous god 
1 Obtain'd the beauteous Leda's love! 
And flying to her arms embrac'd, 
With his extended wings, her ſlender waiſt; 
Unleſs the poets with falſe tales deceive 
The race of man, too willing to believe. 
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ACT IV, 


SCENE ., 


ACHILLES clus. 
HER is the leader of the Grecian hoſt ? 
What ſervant will inform him, that Achilles, 

Great Peleus' ſon, attends him here ?—We wait 
Impatient on the borders of Euripus— 
Our intereſts various—ſome of us, unmarry'd, 
Their country and their parents have deſerted ; 
Others have left their tender wives and children. 
Such is the ardour which inſpires the breaſt 
Of every Grecian to o'erturn the realms 
Of Priam, and unites the martial powers 
Aſſembled on this ſhore.—This glorious ardour, 
Doubtleſs, the gods encourage and ſupport. 
But to the ſon of Atreus I muſt ſpeak 
On what immediately concerns myſelf. 
Pharſalia I have quitted ; and my father, 
The aged Peleus, to be here detain'd 
By adverſe winds which blaw acroſs the ſtraits ! 
My Myrmidons I ſcarcely can contain, | 
Who, with theſe clamours, thus inceſſant vex me. 


Achilles, 
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Achilles, what new reaſon has impell'd thee 
Thus to defer our deſtin'd voyage, and here 

In ſhameful indolence conſume the time? 

Let us this inſtant ſpread our canvaſs ſails, 

And to the plains of Theſlaly return ; 

And ceaſe to liſten to the feign'd excuſes 
With which the Atridæ often have amus'd us. 


SCENE II. 
ACHILLES, CLYTEMNESTRA, 


CLYTEMNESTR A. 
Offspring of Thetis ! pardon this intruſion ; 
Thy voice within the palace reach'd my ears, I 
And nov I come to greet thee, | | 


Ac RI I IAE. 
Oh ſacred laws of modeſty and virtue! 
What do I now behold ?—a woman! 
Of form moſt amiable, amid this camp! 
EL TEEWNKSTR A, 
That thou art ignorant of my perſon 
Doth not ſurpriſe me, great Achilles! 
But I applaud the attention that thou payeſt 
To ſtrict decorum, 
A 13 
But who art thou, fair nymph, 
That fearleſs thus the Grecian camp canſt viſit, 
Where nought is ſeen but ſoldiers arm'd for battle? 


e LITE M 
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CLYTEMNESTR A 

Know that before thee Clytemneſtra ſtands, 
Fair Leda's daughter, and the royal ſpouſe 
Of Agamemnon | 

40H11 LIE s. 

Pardon me, princeſs, 

If I appear defective in reſpect:.— 
To me *tis not permitted to converſe 
With any female in a place like this. 
| therefore now retire. 


CLYTEMNES TRA, 
But why this haſte 
My preſence to avoid ?—Accept this hand, 
Pledge of my friendſhip, and a happy prelude 
To thy intended nuptials. 
4 CH 1h 4.2: 

What doſt thou ſay ? why offer me thy hand? 

Much I reſpect thy huſband Agamemnon, 


CLYTEMN ES TRA 
This ſalutation cuſtom juſtifies, 

With thee, oh goddeſs born - my daughter's huſband |! 
| ACWIGLRS 
What nuptials? I am all ſurpriſe ! unleſs 

Thy future words the myſtery explain. 


CLYTEMNESTR A. 
Men are inclin'd by nature to ſuſpect 
Friends which they have not try'd ; and moſt of all, 
When marriage is the ſubject of diſcourſe. 


ACHILLE $ 1 
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ACHIL LES. 
Fair Clytemneſtra, to that great alliance 
Ne'er did my ſoul aſpire; nor did Atrides 
Ever converſe with me upon that ſubject. 


CL:Y/T:E:MNEST RA. 
This is moſt ſtrange, Achilles! thy ſurpriſe 
At leaſt by mine is equall'd ! | 
ACHILLES 
Time will foon 
Difcover which has erred, unleſs we both 
Refuſe to liſten ta the voice of truth, 
CL YT nun N88 T4; 
Unworthy treatment ! to amuſe me thus 
With flattering proſpect of theſe wiſh'd-for nuptia!: ! 
I feel myſelf diſtreſt 
AcCHitLL ES 
Some one, no doubt, 
Has told thee this, intending to deceive 
Both thee and me deſpiſe this idle rumour, 
Great queen ! as it becomes chy royal ſtation, 
CL'Y TT EMW ES TH A; 
Farewell—ſor I cannat ſuſtain thy fight : 
Aſham'd of my behaviour, fince I find 
That what I ſaid was falſe. 
AGH1Ll-L'E-$. 
Princeſs, farewell 
I'll go to Agamemnon's tent, 


4 SCENE 
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SCENE III. 
Enter AR CAS. 
. Trochaicks. ] 


ARC A $ 
Stay, goddeſs-born ! from Æacus' illuſtrious race de- 
ſcended ; 
And thou, fair Leda's daughter; for important news I 
; I bring. 
41e i t 1 K . 


Who calls ſo loud thro' the wide portals in an un- 
known voice ? 


ARCA $ 
Thy humble flave, Achilles—to no higher name 
my ſoul aſpires. 


a4 CH IL LE: 


Not mine, indeed !—for no concern have I with 
Agamemnon. 


AR C A 8 
To Agamemnon I belong : the gift of royal Tyn- 
Carus ! 
| ACHILLE S. 
What is thy urgent buſineſs, to induce thee thus to 
ſtop us ? 
ARCA'S 
Are you alone — no witneſs to obſerve your words 
and actions. 


CLY T-BM. 


ins IPHIGENIA in AULIS; 
CLYTEMNESTR A. 
We are: and now, whatever thy bufineſs is; witli 
freedom ſpeak. 
AR CAS. 
Fortune, ptopitious to my prayers, preſerve thoſe 
whom I moſt eſteem |! 
ACH1H LL 5 


To what important ſubject tends this long and ſtrange 
preamble ? 
CLYTEMNESTRA. 
By this right hand I now conjure thee to diſcloſe 
thy purpoſe. 
AAG A: $ 
My zeal for thee, and 1 thy children, thou haſt oft 
experienced 


| CLYTRRMKNES TRA; 
Thee I remember well—a faithful ſervant in my 
father's houſe; 
ARO AVS. 
Who gave me to thy huſband as a gift for thee ds 
fign'd, 
CLYTEMNESTR A, 
With us you came to Argos, and attended on my 


perſon. 
4 R G A. 
Rather to thee 1 owe fidelity than to the ſon of 
Atreus. 


c LTT E M- 
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CLYTEMNESTR A. | 
If M diſcloſe the ſecret long myſteriouſly conceal'd. 


ARC AS. 
Thy huſband has reſolv'd to ſlay thy —— Iphi- 
genia! 


CLYTEMNESTR A. 
Some frenzy has pofleſs'd thee ! for thy words with 
horror fill my ſoul ! 


ARC AS. 
Unhappy - princeſs ! — to the fatal knife her milkk- 
white neck ſhe yields ! 


G LTI TIM N EST AA. 
But more unhappy me !—Is not my hruſband's mind 


diſorder'd ? | 
ARC AS. 
Only in what concerns his daughter :—prudent elle 
and wile. 


FT __r_ATTTSITTx 
What is the cauſe of this? ſome demon has inſpir'd 
his ſoul ! 


ARC A $ 
The oracle of Calchas, to procure a happy voyage— 


CLYTEMNESTR A. | 
Me miſerable !—my daughter dying by her father's. 
hands ! 


48 e tk 
To Troy, the beauteous Helen to recover, Mene- 
laus' ſpouſe. 


1 r r M. 


I K E % * - 
: a X 
pug < hw (> SIVT.L _ 
«p< how So int i he 
PR: » _ _— a — Be — 2 * 
g —_— 1 04 — GT = 6. 2 2 * ih 
— — 
— wy. — 


— 
— ——ů— — — . —— =» 
— — — " — 
a 
—— —— 


rn 


* 5 —_— r 


1 * — * > -- 
r 
od " - 


Vs 44 
e 
Ps 4 
x & as 
my —— oy  — ᷑ g — rote — —— 


2 . — 2 


———— 
— + 
* — 


= 4 <4 - + yr" 

| N — 7 — 5 4 E * 2 
3 —— "CE 

— - 4 2 5 _ _ 
_ X - — 1 P* 4 3 ” , x 7 
K 1 * r * . * " N Ki 

- £64 . — - ST SE. 1 — : y A. „ . 
CD — 2 —— . . x —_ 17 A 3 — —— 
3s 45 — —_ ' Ca — = __- _—— — 
2 . * 3 5 3 ! Sy 
a — q a * > 
aw 


fie — * — * 221 
—— — ** 


D 
— — = — we 


= — - 
— Oo — — me * — * * — 
8 : 


176 IPHIGENtAm AULIS 
CLYTEMNESTR A | 
And Iphigenia's blood the fatal price of her return 
| AR CAS. 
True haſt thou ſpoke :—thy daughter to Diana muſt 
be facrifie'd ! 
CLYTEMNESTR A, 
Why this feign'd marriage, with the hopes of which 
I quitted Argos ? 
ARC As. 
That thou might'ſt bring the virgin td the camp, 
as going to the houſe 
Of great Achilles. 


CLYTEMNESTR A, 
Alas, my child! I led thee to thy grave! 
AR CAS. 


In what misfortunes has thy huſband's cruelty in 
volv'd you both 


e 1 r rg u rA 
Oh I am loſt ! with ineffectual tears my eyes o'erfloiw! 


A N e A. 
Sad are the tears a tender mother ſheds for her loſt 
children! 


CLYTEMNESTR A 


Who could inform thee of the news, old man, which 
thou relateſt ? 


ARC A $ 


I, as a meſſenger, brought letters with me from thy 
huſband. 


lr u. 
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CLYTEMNESTKA 
My journey to prevent, or my poor daughter's death 


to haſten. 
KA 4 | 
To ſtop thee iti thy courſe —Atrides felt a father's 
pangs ! 


CLYTEMNHELTE A 
How came it, that to me theſe letters thou didſt not 
deliver ? 
ARC AS. 
Great Menelaus, cruel author of thy woes, prevented. 


Exit Arcas. 
EL 1 I nnn A, 


Achilles, ſon of Peleus and of Thetis, heareſt thou 
theſe things ? 


& CH:1:L 1 EL :9, 
{ hear with indignation for my wrongs, and heart-felt 
| grief for thine | 
CLYTEMNESTRA 
My virgin daughter dies, a victim to thy promis'd 
nuptials | 
A e R 1 l. 1 1. 


This conduct of thy huſband ſhall not paſs by me 
unnotic'd. 


CL r rn MK W-E$-T-R A. 
Low at thy feet I fall, divine Achilles ! 
In ſupplicating poſture, and embrace 
Thy knees—Oh goddeſs-born !—a mother ſpeaks 
In favour of her daughter .it theſe names 
Cannot inſpire thy ſoul with tenderneſs, 
N Com Paſſionate 
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'Thy power and courage may preſerve us yet. 


What haſt thou not attempted for thy children ! 
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Compaſſionate thy beauteous ſpouſe—for ſuch 
My Iphigenia well deſerv'd to be: 

At leaſt with that fair expectation was I flatter'd f 
For thee have I adorn'd her head with flowers ! 
For thee the hymeneal rites prepar'd ! 

Oh ſad effects of all my pious care! 

With garlands have I crown'd the wretched victim! 
And led her to her tomb—Diana's altar! 

What ſhame if thou, Pelides, doſt deſert her 

In this extreme diftreſs ; although not join'd 

In Hymen's ſacred bonds—the name thou beareſt 
Of huſband to the hapleſs virgin !—By that tie, 
By this right hand which now I graſp, 


| By all the tender duties of a mother, 


I do conjure thee never to abandon 
Me and my daughter! for no hope remains 


To us, but from thy offices of friendſhip ;j — 


To thee we fly as to a ſafe aſylum, 

And ſeek no other altar but thy knees! 

What can a woman do againſt a king, 

Cruel and fierce ?—an army fluſh'd with hopes 
Of conqueſt !—ſavage and unfeeling race 
Excuſe the harſh expreſſions of diſtreſs ; 

The valour of the troops deſerves applauſe ; 


If thou refuſe to liſten to my prayers, 
Both Iphigenia and myſelf are Joſt ! 


| CHORY-S, 
Oh mirror of maternal tenderneſs ! 
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Kent Lites 
To hs ſublimeſt worth my ſoul aſpires ! 
Diſcreet and modeſt in proſperity, 
feel compaſſion for another's woes. 


CHORUS. 


Such is the diſpoſition of thoſe men, 
Whom all revere for wiſdom and for virtue, 


ATT Lt Thf 
There are occaſions where it ill becomes 

A hero to conduct himſelf with temper ; 
Others where moderation is requir'd. 
Bred under Chiron, wiſeſt of mankind ! 
Sincerity and love of truth J learn'd 
From his inſtruction; and am always ready 
Atrides to obey, when his commands 
Are juſt and prudent.—But my ſoul diſdains 
Subjection to a tyrant's will! —Ar Troy, 
As here at Aulis, I ſhall bear a mind 


That glows with freedom's flame! This ſhall my deeds 


In the enſanguin'd fields of war atteſt | 
For thee, ſad wife! and more unhappy mother! 
All that thy ſoul defires will J perform. 
Tho' young, I will protect thee with the care 
Of one, who takes a part in all thy ſorrows ! 
No: no: thy Ipbigenia muſt not die! 
Thy cruel huſband ſhall not lift the knife 
Againſt the princeſs, my intended bride ! 
No longer ſhall my name be made ſubſervient 
| N 2 To 
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To Agamemnon's deſperate crimes The name 
Of great Achilles, doom'd to cut the thread 
Of thy poor daughter's life, as well I might 


Plunge the ſnarp dagger in her naked breaſt ! 


Tis true the father is the murderer ! 

But I am not leſs guilty if J ſuffer 

The nymph, by airy promiſes deluded, 

While here ſhe ſeeks her nuptial rites, to fall 
A wretched victim !—and myſelf the cauſe ! 
Should I not be upbraided as the worſt 

Of all the Greeks ? of all mankind the baſcſt 7 
Not the fair ſon of 'Thetis—but the offspring 


Of ſome dire fury trom the Stygian ſhades ! 
I ſwear by aged Nereus, who refides 


In the deep boſom of the azure main, 

The father of the goddeſs who conferr'd 
On me the gift of lite thy royal huſband, 
Proud Agamemnon ! ſhall not hurt thy daughter; 
Or from her face remove the ſplendid veil. 
Sooner ſhall Sipulus, the Lydian city, 

From whence the race of Tantalus derive 

Their high deicent, be to ſucceeding ages 
Renown'd tor high exploits; while the fair vales 
Of Thetlaly, my native country, ſink 
In the wide waſte of all devouring time, 
Forge or deſpis'd! -The ſeaſon'd cakes 

(he water from the ſtream the prophet bears 

The aged Calchas—But what are theſe prophets ? 
A race of men who mingle truth with lies; 
Sneaking at random, guided by events, 


Cheating 
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Cheating the vulgar with their ſpecious tales. 

The neighbouring kings have courted my alliance, 
And offer'd me their daughters but this inſult 

From Agamemnon is too much to bear. 

Why was I not inform'd of his intention ? 

Why my conſent unaſk'd ?— From thy fair hands, 
Oh queen! I had received the blooming virgin. 

Or could he think, that if the public good 
Requir'd me to give up ſo dear a tie, 

J ſhould refuſe? But now am I contemncd 

By the Atridæ, who eſteem me not 

Of any moment in the cauſe of Greece. 

But I may ſoon convince them of their error ; 

And ſtain this ſword with Grecian blood—the ſword, 
Deſtin'd by me to mow the Trojan ranks, 

Shall in that villain's breaſt be plung'd, who dares, 
With barbarous hands, to ſeize thy daughter's perſon ! 
Then ceaſe to grieve, fair mourner !—as a god 
Thou haſt implor'd me; and altho' a mortal, 


Yet, ike a guardian god, will I protect thee, 


CHORUS. 


Theſe ſentimenis are worthy of a hero— 
Such as from Thetis' ſon might be expected. 


CLYTLEMNEST RA 
What ſhall I do ?—I cannot praiſe too much 

Thy generous temper !— gratitude demands 

That I expreſs a part of what I feel ; 

But fear of thy diſpleaſure now prevents me. 


The modeſty of heroes oft regards, 
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As fulſome flattery, the juſt applauſe 

Due to their acts of wiſdom and of valour. 
IT bluſh when J conſider that I bring 

To thce, my benefactor, nought beſides 
Tears and a fad narration of misfortunes ! 
Misfortunes which belong to me alone. 

But yet thy tender heart can ſympathize 

In what concerns another Virtuous prince! 
Permit me to rclate the cruel treatment 

I have receiv'd : with pleaſing hopes deluded 
Of having great Achilles for my ſon, 

What diſappointment, and what grief, to find 
The flatt'ring proſpect -vain !—My daughter's death, 
Thy deſtin'd conſort, is an ill preſage 

To any future nuptials that by thee 

Shall be contrafted—nothing I can add 

To thy kind promiſes and friendly offers: 
But, as my daughter's fate depends on thee, 
Oh ſuffer her to come and claſp the knees 
Of her kind guardian and her only friend ! 
This if decorum's rigid laws forbid, 

At leaſt the nymph before thee may appear, 
Cloath'd in the charms of virgin modeſty ! 
This thou canſt not refuſe. 


ACH1.LLE $1 
Excuſe me, princeſs ; 


Retirement beſt becomes a tender Virgin, 


CLYTEMNES TR A. 
She ought with bluſhes to return her thanks 
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ACHILLES 

Lead not thy Iphigenia to my preſence, 
Leſt it occafion ſcandalous reports: 
Our armies, numerous and idle, catch 
With ardour, every whiſper that reflects 
On any of their leaders—but no leſs 
Is my defire to ſerve thee; tho' I ſhun 
Theſe ſupplications, which thy grateful heart 
Huth dictated; and I again repeat 
My reſolution, to face every danger 
In thy behalf. In this if I deceive, - | 
And not reſtore thy daughter to thy arms, 
Then may theſe eyes behold the light no more, 


CL YT EMMWEYS . 
The wretched to relieve 1s thine— 
The heart-felt bliſs of making others happy | 
„ 
But lend an ear to what I now propoſe, 
CLYTEMNESTR A, 
To all thy words attentively I liſten, 
ACHE Lf 
Perſuade thy huſband to a better mind, 
eL ITEM NIA A. 
Vain the attempt: too much he dreads the army. 
1 ine. 
Thy ſoft perſuaſions may o' ercome his fears, 
e EY TI MW E IAA. | 
Weak is that hope; but what I can Ill try. 
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48 rn. 

With humble ſupplications firſt imploręe 
Great Agamemnon not to ſlay his daughter: 
If, deaf to all tay reaſons and entreaties, 

He ſeems determin'd, then return to me 

If, by thy tears and ſoft endearments mov'd, 
He feel a father's pangs, my aid to thee 

Will be of no account—thy Iphigenia 

Will to her mother's arms return, and bleſs 
Her ſafe deliverance from impending death ! 
Leſs ſhall I be inclin'd to hate thy huſband -— 
Leſs cenſur'd by the Greeks—if, by the ways 
Of gentleneſs, my purpoſe is effected, 

Rather than force. To thee 'twill be moſt grateful 
To extricate thyſelf from thy misfortunes, 

In ſuch a manner as may pleaſe thy friends, 
And thoſe ally'd to thee by kindred blood, 
Without the vain aſſiſtance of my arms. 


CLYTEMNEST RA. 
Thy words abound with wiſdom and with truth ; 
I feel their force ; but what if I ſhould fail 
In my attempt ? where ſhall I find Achilles, 
Upon whoſe generous aid my foul relies ? | 


A:CWHETLLE SS 
Far from this place I ſhall not go; 
And, when occaſion calls, I ſhall appear 
Thy guardian and thy friend ; and will not ſuffer 
That thou, with trembling ſteps and ſtreaming eyes, 
Thro' the embattled lines of Greece ſhalt pals ; 
| A fight unworthy of thy royal ſtation — 
1 8 | Me Unworthy 
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Unworthy of the child of Tyndarus— 
A name among the Greeks ſo much rever'd ! 


CLYTEMNEST RA. 
In this great enterprize be thou my guide ; 

Where'er you lead I follow; for the reſt, 

If heaven is juſt, and virtuous acts rewards, 

On thee unnumber'd bleſſings will it pour. 

It it regards not what belongs to men, 

Vain our purſuits of wiſdom and of virtue. 


CHORUS 
6 1..s, OP HE 1 


At Thetis' nuptials Hymen came, 
{Before him, way'd, the torches flame) 
With verdant myrtles crown'd ; 
To the ſharp pipe and chorus-loving lyre, 
With the ſoft airs the Libyan flutes inſpire, 
The echoing woods reſound! 
When the muſes, bright-air'd maids ! 
Appear'd, mid lofty Pelion's ſhades ; 
Where the gods aſſembled ſatc, 
The marriage feaſt to celebrate ; 
With golden fandals grac'd, their fect 
The ground in equal-meafures bear. 
Meanwhile their ſongs, with harmony divine, 
The names of Thetis and of Peleus join. 
The tow'ring ſummit of thoſe hills, 
Mid groves of never- fading green, 
Where the ſavage Centaur dwells, 
Was choſen for the bliſsful ſcene. 


Fair 
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Fair Ganimede, the Phrygian boy, 
Favourite of Jave, attends the feaſt, 
And ſparkling nectar bears to every gueſt 
In cups of gold ; while, to encreaſe the joy, 
The fifty virgin nymphs of Nereus' race 
Join in the meaſur'd dance with ſprightly grace, 


ANTISTROPH E. 


The troops of Centaurs next ſucceed, 
Their heads adorn'd with waving reed, 
A bow their hands ſuſtain ; 
They meet the gods, and quaff the roſy wine, 
And in the praile of liberal Bacchus join, 
And next a blooming train, 
Theſſalian virgins, move along, 
Who, with voices iwcet and ſtrong, 
Thetis extoll, celeſtial fair, 
Radiant as the morning ſtar. 
Apollo, heavenly ſeer, relates, 
With Chiron, all their future fates ; 
That great Achilles ſhall one day ariſe, 
Whoſe fame ſhall fill the carth and reach the azure ſkics. 
Deſtin'd with his martial powers, 
Priam's glory to deface, 
To overturn proud Ilion's towers, 
And puniſh. the perfidious race, 
His perſon to defend, celeſtial arms, 
By Vulcan wrought, the hero wears, 
A preſent which his goddeſs-mother bears. 


And now the gods applaud the charms 
| Ot 
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of Nereus' daughter happy bride ! 
And Peleus, to ſo fair a form ally'd. 


EPODE 
Thou, Iphigenia, hapleſs fair ! 
Art to the altar led, 
Twining round thy auburn hair, 
Flow'ry garlands grace thy head. 
Like a young heiter, bred among 
The foreſts and untainted meads, 
Where, to the ſhepherd's vocal reeds, 
Reſounds the ruſtic ſong. 
Thus, with fond affection bred 
By thy kind mother, to this ſhore 
Thee the glitt'ring chariot bore, 
Deſtin'd for Achilles' bed, 
Thou fall'ſt, alas! a ſacrifice, 
And nought avail thy radiant eyes, 
Beaming with dignity and truth, 
And all the modeſt charms of youth, 
For virtue rules no more. 
See bold impiety erect her head, 
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And o'er the world her baneful influence ſpread. 


The wiſe and good deplore, 

Of juſtice the forſaken cauſe, 
Religion's violated laws, 

And juſtly dread the avenging rage 
Of heaven, on this degenerate age. 


ACT 
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61 yx. 


SCENE l. 


CLYTEMNESTRA ſ ola. 
EAVING the royal palace, long I've ſought 
For Agamemnon; but without ſucceſs. 

He, barbarous man ! no doubt, avoids my fight : 
And Iphigenia, now ſhe 1s inform'd 
What horrid nuptials are for her prepar'd, 
In filent ſorrow pines away—the tears 
Soft ſtealing down her tender cheek — Bur ſee, 
He comes !—the cruel father who can kill, 
Unfeeling wretch ! without remorſe, his children 


S Y EN E U. 
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Enter AG AME MN O N. 


: AGAMEMN ON. 
Daughter of Leda, I rejoice to meet thee ; 
For many things relating to theſe nuptials 
Shall I diſcloſe to thee, which from the virgin 
Moſt carefully ſhould be concealed. 


CLYTE NM. 


M. 


IPHIGENIAin AU LIS. 189 


OCLYTEMNESTR A 
What mean theſe words, myſterious and obſcure ? 
AGAMEM NN OR. 
Send thy fair daughter to attend her father ; 
The ſacrifice is ready; and the water, drawn 
From the living ſpring—the ſeaſon'd cakes— 
The ſacred fires—the victims crown'd with flowers, 
Whoſe ſable blood, before Diana's altar, 
In copious ſtreams muſt flow !—an honour due 
To the bright goddeſs of the ſylvan chace, 
Previous to Iphigenia's marriage, 
CLY TT EMMWESTR As 
Well haſt thou ſpoken ; tho” as yet I know not 
T what thy actions tend: but I ſubmit 
Now come, my daughter, from thy father hear, 
The ſecret purpoſe of his ſoul ; and bring 


With thee thy infant brother, young Oreſtes. 


Hid underneath thy veil's tranſparent ſhade, 
Behold ſhe comes, Atrides ! and awaits 
Thy high commands. 
To a convenient time ſhall I defer 

What moſt concerns our common intereſt. 


SCENE III. 


IrniGENIA with OrgsTEs, CLYTEMNESTRA, 
AGAMEMNON, CHORUS. 


AGAMEMN O N. 
But whence proceed theſe tears, my deareſt daughter? 


No 
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No more you run to meet me with fair ſmiles, 
Offsprings of love and joy ; but with eyes 
Mournful and fad, which ill thy veil conceals, 
IPHIGENA I A. 
Alas! I know not where I can begin 
The melancholy tale of my misfortunes ! 
How give a vent to my diſorder'd thoughts! 


AGAME MN ON. 
What can this mean ?—My Clytemneſtra too 
Appears no leſs dejected than her daughter! 


CLYTEMNESTR A 
To this, my queſtion, give a candid anſwer. 
AGAMEM N O N. 
Fear not ; a proper anſwer I ſhall give. 
e r TIM NIA 
Haſt thou reſolv'd ro ſacrifice thy daughter? 
AG AME MN O RN. 
Alas! what dire ſuſpicion haſt thou utter'd? 
CLYTEMNESTR A. 
Once more I aſk thee to reſolve that queſtion ? 


 AGAMEMNON. 
If thou expect an anſwer, talk leſs ſtrangely. 


CLYTEMMNESTR A. 
No other queſtion I deſire to aſk. 


AGAMEM N O N, 

Oh fate !—oh fortune !—oh my evil genius ! 
CL YI EMNHES TRA 

The ſame hard deſtiny involves us all! 


AGAMEMRN O- 
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AGS AME MN ON. 
Of what doſt thou complain? 


CLYTEMNESTR A, 
Alas! thou knoweft 
Thy artifice too groſs betrays itſelf: | 
AGAMEMN ©ON aide. 
Unhappy !—all my ſeerets are divulg'd ! 


CLYT EMH ELTH A 
To me thy ſchemes have been reveald—thy ſilence, 
Thy frequent and involuntary fighs, 
And thy dejected looks, confirm the truth 
Of my ſuſpicions !_ 
AGAMEMN ON. 
What anſwer can I make? 

For to my other crimes I muſt not add 
The meaneſt vice of all—diſhmulation ! 


CLYTEMNESTE A 
Now hear me, Agamemnon, ſpeak my thoughts, 
Free from diſguiſe and every female art : 
Since Tyndarus reſign'd me to thy arms 
A ſpotleſs virgin, in the bloom of beauty, 
Thou, as my huſband, muſt allow I've giv'n 
The ampleſt proofs of conjugal affœction; 
Chaſte and inviolate preſerv'd thy bed; 
And, by ceconomy and prudent care, 
ehe d thy riches.— Did not all thy friends 
Pronounce thee fingularly happy 
In the pure pleaſures of domeſtic life ? 
To crown thy joy, three daughters bleſs'd our nuptials, 
With 
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With this my infant ſon; and, as a recompence 
For all theſe bleſſings, I, alas! muſt loſe 
My eldeſt born, my Iphigenia, 
Snatch'd from her mother's arms !—and if I aſk 
The cauſe, what canſt thou anſwer ?—wilt thou ſay 
That Menelaus may recover Helen ? 
Moſt juſt it is thy childrens blood to ſhed, 
And by that horrid ſacrifice to purchaſe 
A ſafe return for an ungrateful woman, 
And give up all that's dear for her we hate. 
Ah! think when abſent on the Phrygian coaſt, 
Condemn'd to pine in hopeleſs ſolitude, 
What I ſhall ſuffer, when I range the palace, 
And ſeek the apartments in the inner court, 
Which Iphigenia once poſſeſs'd no more 
Her preſence gilds the ſcene—no more ſhe joins 
Her younger fiſters—vacant all, and ſad, 
The lofty rooms appear! and every object 
Recalls her dear idea to my mind ! 
With loud laments the palace J ſhall fill, 
And in theſe accents mourn her fate: 
Unhappy daughter! whom thy cruel father 
Has ſent untimely to the ſhades below ! 
His hand perform'd the unexampled deed ; 
Leaving a ſad memorial to his wife 
Of his moſt ſavage and inhuman' temper ! 
But dread, at leaſt, a mother's indignation— 
I know not what my furious mind may dictate !- 
Compell me not, Atrides, to behold thee 
With other looks tlian thoſe of kind regard. 

| But 
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But, at thy daughter's ſacrifice, what prayers. 
Wilt thou preſume to offer to rhe gods ? 

Canſt thou petition for a ſafe return 

From the dire labours of a tedious war ? 

Thy hands, yet crimſon'd with the virgin's blood ? 
A melancholy end muſt be expected, 

If ſuch baſe actions ſully thy departure. 

And how can I implore, for thy ſucceſs, 

The righteous gods, who never will approve 

Of this unnatural murder ?—but ſuppoſe 

Thy vows are heard, and thou return to Argos; 
Alas! what pleaſures will attend thee there ? 
Say, will thy children meet thee with embraces 
And tears of joy ?—thoſe tender conſolations 

Are now for ever loſt which of thy daughters 
Will view, with love and tenderneſs; a father 
Who ſlew her fiſter !—nothing thou canſt anſwer— 
But yet thy filence ſpeaks, and muſt allow 

All J have ſaid is juſt. If love of fame 

Inſpire thy ſoul, and thou alone art worthy 

The flattering appellation of a king, 

And great commander, ought you not to ſummon 
The Grecian princes; and addreſs them thus: 
Confederate leaders, if you wiſh to fail 
For lion's ſhore, by no delays of mine 
The voyage ſhall be retarded : all I aſk 
Is, that the lots determine who ſhall give 
His daughter, for the common cauſe of Greece. 
What is more juſt than this, ſince all will reap 
The advantage? Let them likewiſe ſhare the danger: 
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Why ſhould thy child alone be made the victim? 


Better it were, that Menelaus ſacrifice 
Hermione, whoſe mother 1s the cauſe 
Of all our woes, than, as a ſad reward 
Due to my virtue and fidelity, 


I loſe my daughter; whilſt perfidious Helen, 


Far happier than myſelf, returns 

Triumphant to her friends at Sparta, and beholds 

Her children crown'd with honours ! If what I've ut- 
ter'd, 

Thou think unjuſt, Atrides, to my words 

Reply :— but if the force of truth pervades 

'Fhy ſoul, repent thy cruel purpoſe, 

And Iphigenia to my arms reſtore. 


C-H-O-:K 0.5. 


Relent, oh Agamemnon ! for *tis juſt 
That thou ſhould'ſt ſpare thy daughter's life: 
Paternal love 1s plac'd, by all mankind, 
Among the pure and moſt exalted yirtucs. - 


1 r HIGEN 1 A. 
Did J potleſs the eloquence of Orpheus, 
Whoſe melting ſtrains could ſoften hardeſt rocks, 
And verdant foreſts from the mountains move; 


My every power I ſhould exert, oh father! 


Thy pity to inſpire for me, alas! 
Tears muſt ſupply the place of eloquence, 
The only ſad relief my fate allows! 


Suppliant I graſp thy knees, and plead 
| in 
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in my defence the tender tie of blood! 
Dear to thy ſoul was once thy daughter's name! 
Deprive me not, my father, of that liſe 
Which I from thee receiv'd — now blooming youth, 
With every flattering proſpect, fills my ſoul, 
Let me not fink unpitied to the tomb, 
And tread the melancholy paths of death! 
I was the firſt that call'd thee father thou on me 
Didſt firſt confer the honour'd name of daughter 
The firſt- born of thy bed !—what kind careſſes 
Were on my tender infancy beſtow'd, 
When prattling on thy knees I play'd ! 
Charm'd with my ſmiles of artleſs innocence, 
Thy every look confeſs'd paternal love! 
And oft thy tongue theſe kind expreſſions utter'd : 
Oh ! may I live, my daughter, to behold thee 
The happy ſpouſe of ſome illuſtrious prince, 
Who, by his birth and virtues, may be worthy 
To join his blood with Atreus' noble race! 
Then, hanging on thoſe knees which now I touch, 
This anſwer I return'd :— My deareſt father ! 
How ſhall I joy to ſee thee in my palace, 
And, by my fond attention, to repay 
The unnumber'd favours which my youth receiv'd 
From thy inſtructions and thy tender cares 
| Theſe ſcenes are ever preſent to my mind 
Thou haſt forgot them, or thou could'ſt not kill me. 
By much-fam'd Pelops, and thy father Atreus, 

And my ſad mother, who in ſorrow bote me, 
And now, far bitterer pangs endures! oh change 
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Thy horrid purpoſe! 

For what have I to do with Helen's nuptials ? 

Why ſhould ! fall a facrifice to Parts? 

Oh! turn not from me! let me ſtill enjoy 

The pleaſure to behold and to embrace che 

That, if unmov'd by prayers and fair entreatics, 

Dying I may enjoy a tender look— 

The laſt expreſſion of a father's love! 

Sinall is the aid, Oreſtes, thou canſt bring, 
[Holding Oreſtes in her arms, 

Poor infant! to thy moſt unhappy ſiſter! 

But yet thou may'ſt endeavour with thy tears 

To melt my father !—tell him, not to flay me! 

Thy age is now ſuſceptible of pity ; 

Sce him, my father! fee him ſupplicate, 

Tho” ſilent, in his fiſter's favour !— 

Let love and ſoft compaſſion move thy ſoul ! 

By thy auguſt and awful form, we now 

Conjure thee, wretched ſuppliants! one as yet 

A child, the other in the bloom of youth ! 

Ah! think that nothing by the race of man 

Is ſo defir'd as length of days—and death 

Inſpires the moſt heroic foul with terrors! 

Many ſubmit to bear the ills of fortune, 


With all the ſtrange viciſſitudes of life, 


Rather than terminate their woes by death ! 


CHORUS. 
Perfidious Helen! ſource of endleſs woes 
To Agamemnon's royal race! 
AGAMEMN OE. 
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AGAMEMN ON. 
Did I not feel paternal tendernefs, 

Juſtly ſhould I be deem'd, of all mankind, 
The moſt inſenfible but I have learn'd 
When to indulge my pity—when repreſs 
The ſofter paſhons words can ill expreſs 
The pangs my ſoul endur'd, ere it could form 
Its preſent purpoſe !—dreadful is the action 
Which I commit !—unnatural and cruel ! 
But yet far heavier woes muſt be expected 
If I refuſe to gratify the Greeks, — 
Compell'd to do what moſt my ſoul abhors ! 
Reflect upon our numerous armies, 
The warlike kings from every part of Greece, 
Aſſembled in a thouſand gallant ſhips, 
Who ne'er can hope to reach the ſhores of Phrygia, 
Or with their arms ſubdue the Trojan powers, 
Unleſs, obedient to the oracle, 
My Iphigenia bleed! a ſtrong deſire, 
Riſing to phrenzy, animates the breaſt 
Ot every leader to embark his troops, 
And, by ſucceſsful war, exterminate 
The barbarous nation, which preſum'd to ravith 
The Grecian dames,—If I refuſe 
Compliance with their wiſhes, then will come 
This formidable army, and deſtroy 
My yet ſurviving children - nor canſt thou, 
My Clytemneſtra, or myſelf eſcape 
From their wild fury but, my deareſt daughter, 
'Tis not for Menelaus, but for Greece, 
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That thou muſt die. Witneſs, ye heavenly powers! 


With what reluctance I ſubmit—compell'd 
To give up every tender tie whene'er 
The public good requires it ; and to ſhew 
To all mankind, the Grecians can reſent 
An inſult ofter'd þy a barbarous people ! 
Exit Agamemnon, 


SCENE IV. 
CLYTEMNESTRA, IPHIGENIA, CHORUS, 


CLYTEMNESTR A 
Thy father flies, and thee configns, 
My daughter, to the ſhades of night, 
And me to endleſs grief! 


([RIGE9ES TS: 
I mourn my fate unhappy ! in the ſame 
Sad melancholy ſtrain ! 
Oh! thou the fondeſt and the beſt of pareuts, 
Dear Clytemneſtra ! I ſhall never more 
Behold the lucid orb of day ! 
Of his refreſhing beams I take 
My laſt farewell !—Ye groves of Phrygia 1 
And Ida's cloud-capt hills ! where aged Priam 
Expos'd young Paris when an infant !—Snatch'd 


Ah! why from inſtant death was he preſerv'd? 
Oh ! that he ne'er his flocks had led 
To the fair margin of the limpid fountain, 
The Nalades' ſequeſter'd haunts !. 
Ov 
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Or wander'd thro” the pleaſant meads, 

Where the fair roſe, and pallid hyacinth, 

And flowers of various hue a fragrance ſhed ; 
From which the goddeſſes themſelves might weave 
Gay chaplets to adorn their trefſes !—There 
Pallas, and Venus, and the wife of Jove, 
With cloſe-contriving Hermes came : 

The eyes of Cyprus queen confeſs'd 

Beauty's unconquerable power ; 

Minerva's hand ſuſtain'd 

A ſpear, expreſſive of her ſkill in war; 

And Juno with imperious ſtep advanc'd, 
Proud of her dignity, as queen of heaven ! 
In this fam'd conteſt for the prize of beauty, 
Thy judgment, Paris, brings to Greece 
Unfading laurels and immortal glory — 

To me a ſudden and a cruel death! 


CHORUS. 


True are thy words, moſt amiable maid ! 
The goddeſs of the chace demands thy blood, 
To ſmooth the paſſage of the Greeks to Troy. 


| I-P-K1I0 EN I-4o 
Is it not hard, my mother, that I now 
Should be deſerted in this gloomy hour, 
By him, the author of my ſhort exiſtence ! 
Who now delivers me to black detpair, 
And all the horrors of approaching death? 
Oh! that theſe eyes had ne'er beheld 


O04 Ledean 
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Ledean Helen, fatal fair ! 

For her I die! and by the hands 

Of my unnatural father ! 

And who, diveſted of his wonted pity, 
The impious ſacrifice prepares ! 

Oh ! that the fleet had never ſtopp'd 

At Aulis, but with proſperous gales 
Proceeded to the ſhores of Troy: 

No more detain'd within the narrow ſtraits 
Of fam'd Euripus—but great Jove alone 
Commands the winds—for ſome he fmooths 
The ſtormy ſeas, and calms the ruffled air : 
While others in the harbour's deep receſs 
Are lock'd by adverſe winds —Is not the ſtate 
Of man ſufficiently calamitous, 

That we muſt add to all our other evils, 
Untimely death ! 


CHORUS. 


Tyndarean Helen is the cauſe 
Of woes unnumber'd to the Grecian race. 
But more than all the-reſt, I mourn 
Thee, Iphigenia; for a milder fate 
Thy tender youth deſerves. 


SCENE 
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SCENE V. 


IP HIGENIA, CLYTEMNESTRA, ACHILLES, 
SOLDIERS, CHORUS. 


IPHIGENI A. 
I ſee a croud of men, approaching to this place. 
CL YT EMMES TRA. 
Fear not, my daughter : with them comes Achilles, 
For whom TI brought thee to the ſands of Aulis. 


1PHIGENTI A. 


Servants, the portals of the palace open, 
And hide me from his fight. 


CL YTEMNEST EA. 
Why fly'ſt thou, Iphigenia, from Achilles? 
IPHIGENI A 
My eyes cannot ſuſtain that hero's fight ! 


CLYTEMNESTR A, 
Why not? 
IPHIGENI A. 
The fatal iſſue of theſe nuptials 
Fills me with grief and ſhame. 
CLYTEMNESTR A 
This virgin modeſty 
Ill ſuits the preſent ſtate of our affairs: 
It will not fave thee from thy cruel fate, 


Enter 


N " 
4 NF 
| 3 
42 
-ﬀ 
1 

1 

Ty 

” 
bk. 
* 
1 
= 

1 

"SY 

AY 

#1 


18 


— no "A 
** 


_ _ * * 3 ma + 
© i <S+ mtv — - — — — n yum — 4 
9 RES 75 SS Sta — . TEETER 
p TOW . — —— 23 „ 0 


_ 
2 
= 


— 


B 2 4 3 $4 , 
2 2 — — — * — 5 2 — 
* ä <2 CE 


202 IPHIGENIA in AULIS. 


Enter Ac HILL E S. 


ACHILL E $, 
Unhappieſt of thy ſex !—fair Leda's daughter! 
CLYTEMNESTR A. 
Too well that appellation I deſerve. 


ACH1L L 1 8. 
Seditious murmurs run thro' all the camp! 


CLYTEMNESTR A. 
What is the cauſe of this ſedition ? 


Ae Hi LI 
Thy daughter, Iphigenia !— 
CLYTEMNESTR A, 
This is a ſad preſage of what muſt follow. 
A HL i . 
They all with clamorous cries demand her blood. 


CLYTEMNNESTR A 
Is there no friend to ſpeak in her behalf ? 
CELL 
I was myſelf in danger 


CLYTEMNESTR A, 
Of what, young prince ? 
ACHILLES 
Of death !—a victim to their headſtrong fury! 
CLYTEMNESTR A. 
For thy endeavours to preſerve my daughter ? 


nr 
True thy conjectures 


CLT TI M- 
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CLYTEMNESTR A, 
| Who could thus preſume, - 
Audacious, to attempt thy life ? 
ACHILLES 
Not one, 
But all the Greeks |! 
CLYTEMNESTR A 
Did not thy Myrmidons, 
Thoſe faithful troops, aſſiſt thee in thy danger? 
ACHIL L364 
They were the firſt their leader to inſult. 
CLYTEMNESTR A 
Thy doom, my Iphigenia ! now is ſeal'd ! 
| ACHIL 1-22 
They ſaid I was unworthy of thy daughter, 
Since II preferr'd her to the cauſe of Greece. 


e L ITE MN RS TRX A 
To this what anſwer was return'd ? 


ACHILLES 
Oh ſpare the nymph, I cry'd, whom fate hath deſtin'd 
To be my bride ! 
CLYTEMNEST RA. 
Alas! | 
A 1 1 L E58. 
Nor is the glad conſent 
Of parents wanting to compleat the nuptials. 
CLYTEMNESTR A. 
J was for this purpoſe that ſhe came from Argos. 
ACHILLE $. 
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ACHILL E $. 
Vain were my efforts: for their cries encreas'd ! 


CLYTEMNESTR A. 
Oh ſavage and unfeeling race ! 


ACHILLE S. 

But yet I will affiſt thee, beauteous queen! 
CLYTEMNESTE A 

What ! with thy fingle arm cngage vaſt armies ! 


A nir 
Behold theſe men, who yet continue faithful 


Theſe ſhall be your defenders ! 


CLYTEMNESTRE A 
May I rely 


Upon their prudence and their valour ? 


ACHKTLL ES 
Fear not—their courage will inſure ſuccc.- 


CLYTEMNESTR A. 
And Iphigenia will not die ? 


AC HILL EZ S. 


Not—if I am able to defend her. 


CLYTEMNESTR A, 
But who will take my daughter from my arms ? 


ACHILLE $ 

The Greeks; and at their head the wiſe Ulyſles ! 
| CLYTEMNESTR A. 

Fom'd Syſiphus' reputed ſon ? 


ACHILLES : 
The ſame. 


C-L-Y: 7-8 M* 
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CLYTEMNESTR A, 
And does he this by choice, or elſe compell'd ? 


ACHILLE $. 

His inclination with the voice of Greece 
Concurs. | 
| 33. %  2Þ @ WG © Þ% 8 oof 
This baſe unmanly office 
His groveling genius ſuits, 

ACHILL EA 
But he ſhall meet! 


CLYTEMNES TR A. 
And will he take her from my fond embrace ? 


ATHIL LES 
He will; and drag her by her yellow hair. 


CLYTEMNESTRE A. 
Now what can Clytemneftra do ? 


| "ACHILLES 
Preſerve her daughter. 


CLYTEMNESTR As 
Is it poſhble ? 


ACHILLES 
Behold before you, her protectors ! 


IHHIGEN I A. 
Now, Clvtemneſtra, liſten to my words: 
Thy conteft with Atrides I have heard— 
Let us no more attempt, my royal mother, 
What is beyond our power—but, great Achilles ! 
We ever ſhall applaud thy generous offers, 
| And 
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And why ſhould I excite ſeditious murmurs 
Among the ſoldiers ſtation'd on this coaſt ? 
Then heat my fix'd and final reſolution : 

To die I am determin'd ; and I wiſh 

To end my days with glory, and without 

A murmur, or a ſigh, breathe out my ſoul ! 
Reflect, my mother, and you muſt allow 

The part I act is juſt. —The powers of Greece 
All fix their eyes on me !—on me depends 
Whether with proſperous gales the fleet ſhall fail, 
And humble in the duſt the towers of Troy !— 


No more the barbarous nations ſhall invade 


Our coaſts, and make the Grecian dames their prey !— 
By death I ſhall revenge the rape of Helen ! 

Fatal to Paris and the Trojan race ! 

And ſhall to future ages be extoll'd, 

And ſtand the foremoſt in the liſt of fame! 

As one, who by a voluntary death 

Acquir'd immortal glory for my country ! 

Then why ſhould I lament the joys of life? 

Leſs for yourſelf, my mother, than for Greece, 
You brought me forth—how many noble warriors, 
Deeply affected with their country's woes, 

Expole their perſons to the chance of war, 
Where death appears in every horrid ſhape : 


While I, thus meanly ſparing of my blood, 


Feel not the glorious flame which all inſpires ! 
But by my weakneſs the great enterprize 
Retard, perhaps prevent—Oh ! with what face 
Shall I behold the ſun !—what anſwer make 


To 
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To injur'd Greece !—for it is moſt unjuſt, 

That great Achilles ſhould his life endanger, 
Mine to preſerve more valuable by far 

Is one man's life than thoſe of many women ! 
Nay more, if great Diana has requir'd 

Me for her victim, how can I, weak mortal, 
Reſiſt the orders of the mighty goddeſs ? 

Behold me in my country's cauſe expire ! 

To you, ye Greeks, this perſon I devote !— 
Then lead me to the altar, and the ſacrifice 
Prepare, for I am ready—and proceed 

To conquer Troy !—the trophies which you gain 
Will crown my name with honour and renown !— 
This will, for me, ſupply the place of nuptials— 
'The tender ties of huſband, and of children ! 

Tis juſt that Greece ſhould govern, not ſubmit, 
To barbarous nations, who by birth are flaves ; 
While every Grecian liberty enjoys 

Of bleſſings moſt invaluable. 


CHORUS. 


Oh ! how ſublime and generous is thy virtue, 
Imperial virgin! — but Diana's laws 
And thy hard fortune I deplore. 


ACT L LES 
Daughter of Agamemnon ! I ſhould be 

Of all mankind the happieſt, if the gods 

Permitted me to join my hands with thine 

In Hymen's ſacred bonds! and much I envy 


The 
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The fate of Greece, and thy moſt glorious death 
Well haſt thou fpoke ! moſt worthy of your country | 
And of the noble race from which you ſpring 
Without attempting to oppoſe the goddeſs, 

Thou haſt ſubmitted, with heroic patience, 

To periſh for the public good !—thy ſoul, 


Great and exalted, and thy milder virtues 


Excite my love, no leſs than admiration ! 
And I defire more ardently than ever 
The promis'd hymeneal rites 
Refuſe not to accept of my aſſiſtance 

To fave thy life — for I ſhall die diſtrafted; 


I fwear by Thetis, if this faithful arm 


Cannot preſerve thee from the murderous Greeks | 
Reflect a moment on the pangs of death! 
And learn to value life. 


1 PHIG.BNIA: 
Now hear me ſpeak; 


Diveſted of each mean and ſelfiſh paſſion: 


Tyndarian Helen's charms may well engage 
The chiefs of Greece to die in her defence, 
But let me not, Achilles; be the cauſe 
Of death to thee; or any of the Greeks |— 
Let it ſuffice, that I reſign my life, 
Moſt glorious, to preſerve my country f. 
AE Hin. 

Oh! unexampled dignity of ſoul ! 
Thy courage and exaltcd fentiments 
I ever ſhall admire !—bur yet, fair princeſs, 
The time may come when thou perhaps wilt think 

& The 
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The trial too ſevere for human virtue : 
I therefore have reſolv'd to place myſelf 


Near to the altar, with a band of ſoldiers ; 
Not to behold the horrid ſacrifice, 


And thy. untimeW fate, but there to ſtand 

Thy guardian. and thy friend— 

For when the inſtrument of death is rais'd, 

Againſt thy neck, thy courage may forſake thee— 

Thy preſent vow thou wilt condemn as raſ 
Believe me, Iphigenia, thy Achilles 

Will {till affiſt thee in the hour of danger 

And now I haſte to great Diana's temple ; 

And there will wait thy coming, [ Exit Achilles. 


 CLYTEMNESTRA, IPHIGENIA, 


IPHIGENIA 
Why are thy cheeks, my mother, wet with tears ? 
CLYTEMNESTR A. 
Sufficient cauſe I have for grief ! 
IPHIGENI A 
Ceaſe to diſtreſs me; rather fortify 
My wavering mind—but grant me one ſmall favour, 
CLYTEMNESTR A 
To thee, my daughter, what can I refuſe? 


IPHIGEN I A, 
Wear not the robes of mourning at my death; 
Nor with the ſciſſars cut thy flowing hair. 


P CLYTE Me 
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CLYTEMNESTR A: 
Muſt not thy wretched mother mourn her loſs ? 


IPHIGENTI A. | 
Thou wilt not loſe mel ſhall live for ever! 


CLYTEMNESTR A, 
And water with her tears thy filent tomb ? 
IPHIGENI A 
There is no tomb for me prepar'd. 
CLYTEMNHESTREA 
And art thou not, my daughter, doom'd to bleed? 


IPHIGEN I A. 
My monument is great Diana's altar ! 


CLYTEMNESTR A. 

Tho“ hard, my child, I grant thee thy requeſt, 

IPHIGENI A 

In me behold the common friend of Greece, 
CLYTEMNESTR A. 

What ſhall I ſay to thy ſurviving ſiſters ? 

I HIGE NIA. 
Tell them for Iphigenia not to mourn. 


Ka CLYTEMNESTR A. 
To them no kind remembrance doſt thou fend ? 


| | IPHIGEN 1 A. 
F Hheear in this kiſs my love—for young Oreſtes, 
| With virtuous precepts form his cender youth. 
| CLYTRMN-RES TRA, 
1 Let him receive, my child, thy laſt embraces. 
J 5 ; | IPHIGENIA, 
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IPHIGENIA embracing Oreſtes. 
Dear infant ! what you could, you did to ſerve me. 


CLYTEMNESTR A 
What ſhall I do, when I return to Argos ? 


I'*PH IO EMI As. 
Love and reſpect my father and thy huſband. 


CLYTEMNESTR A. 
Rather on him, I ſhould revenge thy death, 


: 4-103 0-1-a. - 
I die for Greece, and ſore againſt his will. 


CLYTEMNESTR A 
By artifice unworthy of his birth ! 


I'PHIGENI A, 
Who will attend me to the altar ? 
CLYTEMNESTR A, 
I will attend thee. 
IPHIGENIA. 
Alas! thou muſt not. 


e LY TLMNEISTR A 
But I will hang upon thy garment— 
IPHIGEN IA. 
Defire it not, my mother—for it will 
Too much diſtreſs thy daughter and thyſelf— 
Let one of thy domeſtics walk with me 
To the fair field where ſtands Diana's temple, 
CLYTEMNESTR A 
Wilt thou deſert me, Iphigenia? 
P 2 IPHIGENIA, 
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IPHIGEN I A 
I go—from whence I never ſhall return ! 
CLYTEMNESTR A, 
Leaving thy unhappy mother— 
1 P HIGE NIA. 
To meet, 


A death unmerited 
CLYTEMNESTR A, 
| But yet a moment, 
Delay thy parting ſteps—nor leave me here 
Abandon'd and alone! | Clytemneſtra faints, and is 
carried off the ſtage by her attendants, 


SCENE VII. 
Ir HIGENWIA, CHORUS. 


IPHIGEN I A 
I melt, alas! 
To ſee thy tears and deep diſtreſs——but come, 
Ye virgins, and in ſacred hymns 
Latona's daughter celebrate! 
Then may the goddeſs to the Greeks afford 
Propitious winds and happy omens ! 
Welcome ye cakes !—ye purifying fires !— 
Ve baſkets fill'd with conſecrated herbs !— 
And let my mournful father place his hand 
High on the altar; for to Greece I bring 
Renown and ſafety._—Lead me, ye virgins; 
A victim fatal to the Trojan race! 


Adorn 
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Adorn my hair with garlands 

Collected from the verdant mead ! 

And on my head the limpid water pour, 
Invoking great Diana's name ! 
Around her altar let your ſongs be heard 1 
Diana, goddeſs of the ſylvan chace ! 
Bleſt daughter of immortal Jove ! 
Obedient to thy oracle I come 


Thy wrath appeaſing with my blood! 


CHORUS. 


Oh Clytemneſtra ! ever honour'd queen ! 
Receive our ſympathetic tears ; 
For ſoon this tribute of our love 
To thee we muſt deny, 


IPHIGENAI A. 
Now, virgins, fing Diana's praiſe ! 
The goddeſs who prefides on Aulis' ſhore ! 
Where the impatient Greeks are now by me 
Detain'd.— Oh Argos! oh the land 
Which gave me birth !—oh dear Mycene ! 
Where long my anceſtors have reign'd : 


CHORUS. 


Why nameſt thou the city built 
By Perſeus and the Cyclop race ? 
IPHIGEN TI As 
I grew and flouriſh'd at Mycene, | 
P 3 Fair 
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Fair blooming like the morning ſtar ! 
But I refuſe not in this cauſe to die! 


CHORUS. 


Immortal glory will attend thy fate ! 
IPHIGENAI A 
Bright ſource of ſacred light ! 
And thou aerial vault of heaven! 
Farewell I go to diſtant regions, 
Where never yet thy beams could penetrate ! 
| (Exit Iphigenia, 


SCENE VIII. 
CHORUS. 


Behold the virgin parts victorious, 
And triumphs o'er the ſons of Troy ! 
She goes with flowery wreaths adorn'd ! 
She now expects the ſad ablution, 
And raiſes to the knife her tender neck ! 
While, iſſuing from the wound, her youthful blood 
Streams on the altar !—now, alas! ſhe goes, 
Faireſt of victims! and her cruel father 
| Bears in his hand the luſtral vaſe, 
Surrounded by the chiefs of Greece, 
Who ſigh impatient for the Phrygian ſhores ! 
Let us invoke the great Diana—name - 
Among the gods rever'd—her aid implore 

To 
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To crown our wiſhes with ſucceſs. 

Oh mighty goddeſs ! who delight'ſt in blood 
Of human victims, ſend propitious gales 

To waft the Grecians to the Trojan coaſt ! 

And may Atrides from the toils of war 

Return triumphant with proud trophies grac'd ! 
And in the name of Greece a golden crown 
Place on thy ſtatue, as a monument 

To future ages of his fame in arms ! 


SCENE IX. 
MESSENGER, CLYTEMNESTRA, Cnonrvs. 


MESSENGE R. 
Daughter of Tyndarus and Leda! 
Attentive liſten to the news I bear. 


ELYTEMNESTR A 
With trembling ſteps I move to hear thy words ! 
For ſure thou com'ſt to tell me ſome misfortune 
Greater, perhaps, than thoſe I yet have ſuffer'd ! 
MESS EMO 
I haſten to relate the prodigies, 
Which I beheld before Diana's altar 


e LYTEMNE ST R A, 
Keep me no longer in ſuſpence. 
MESSEN OE R. 
Thou ſhalt know all, fair princeſs ! tho' my mind 
Is much diſturb'd by what I've ſeen and heard: 
Soon as We Teach'd the groves and flowery meads, 
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Sacred to chaſte Diana ! where thy danghter 
Appear'd, conducted by the Grecian hoſt ; 
Around her ſtood the valiant trovps of Greece ! 
And Agamemnoh, who beheld the virgin 
Advance, in flow proceſſion thro? the ptove ! 
Then felt a father's patigs, and deeply 'roan'd ! 
His eyes, averting from ſo ſad a ſcene, 
Involuntary tears he ſhed! 

And with his flowing tobe his face cenceal'd !— 
His daughter now approach'd ; and in theſe words 
Addreſs'd him : Behold, my father, I am ready, 
Here to devote myſelf, a happy victim 

For my dear native Argos, and for Greece !— 
'Then lead me to the altar, and begin 

The ſolemn ſacrifice ! for this the goddeſs, 

By her unerring oracle, commands— 

And may the Grecians by my death receive 

All that their fond deſires can with ; 

And to their native ſoil return triumphant !— 
But let no man pollute me with his touch ; 

For unconſtrain'd my boſom I preſent ! 

She finiſh'd !—and amazement ſciz'd on all, 
Mingled with admiration ! to behold 

In one fo young, ſuch dignity of foul 

Join'd to the charms of female modeſty ! 
Talthybius, who preſided, gave command 
That filence be obſerv'd throughout the army. 
Meanwhile the prophet, Calchas, takes the knife, 


Which in a vaſe was plac'd, then crowns the victim; 


And great Achilles bears a goblet fill'd 


With 
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With conſecrated water, drawn 


From living fountains ; and approaching near 
To the high altar, thus invok'd the goddeſs ; 
Diana, offspring of immortal Jove ! 

Thou who art pleas'd with ſylvan ſcenes, and oft 
Thro' forreſts wild, purſueſt the ſavage beaſts ! 
Bright goddeſs ! whom the ſhades of night obey, 
When thro” the gloom thy lucid ſtar appears 
Accept this offering which Achilles makes, 

Both the Atridæ, and the Grecian army, 

The blood of Iphigenia, ſpotleſs virgin! 

Deign to accept this precious ſacrifice ; 

And to our prayers accord a proſperous voyage, 
And crown our labours with the fall of Ilion, 
Meanwhile Atrides, and the Grecian leaders 
Surround the ſpacious altar, and with eyes 

Fix'd on the earth, obſerve a gloomy ſilence. 
And now the prophet lifts the ſacred knife 
Surveys the virgin's neck—and meditates 

The fatal blow !—deep groans, and fighs were heard 
Throughout the field, and tears from every eye 
Fell copious —when behold !—a prodigy ! 
For ſuddenly the virgin diſappear'd ! 

Leaving no trace of her departure—— 

No ſooner was this miracle obſerv'd, 

Than Calchas fill'd the air with ſhouts of joy! 
Which by the numerous armies were return'd— 
All ſaw the prodigy—and ſcarce believ'd 
When they beheld !—For in the virgin's place 
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A hind of ſtature large and wond'rous beauty 

Was ſeen extended on the ground |— | 

Her heart yet beating, and the life-warm blood 
Around the altar ſtreaming ! —Think, oh queen ! 
What joy this ſight afforded, when the ſeer 

Thus lqud exclaim'd : Confederate chiefs of Greece ! 
Diana, fatisfy'd with your ſubmiſſion, 
This victim gave—a hind on mountains bred, 

In Iphigenia's ſtead ! unwilling was the goddeſs, 
With the pure blood of that moſt generous virgin, 
To ſtain her altar ; and her wrath, ye Grecks, 

Is now appeas'd—and proſperous gales await, 

To ſpeed our paſſage to the ſhores of Troy. 

He ſpake : when all the army ſeem'd reviv'd, 

And to their ſhips they run.—Such is their ardour, 
That we expect this day to leave the ſhores 

Of Aulis, and to ſtem the Ægean ſea. 

Soon as the ſacred fires conſume the victim, 

Calchas will offer up his prayers to heaven 

For our ſucceſs, and for our ſafe return. 


This Agamemnon ordered me to tell thee. 


Go, and inform my queen, he cry'd, that heaven 
Showers down 1ts choiceſt bleſſings, and the Greeks 
Have rais'd me to the higheſt pitch of glory— 

The wond'rous things which I relate, oh princeſs ! 
Theſe eyes beheld—then ceaſe to blame thy huſband ! 
Weep not for Iphigenia—who, exalted 


Above this ſpot of earth, now rides triumphant, 


Hertelt a goddeſs, thro' the fields of air — 
This 


This day thy daughter fell, to live for ever ! 
Thus the juſt gods, with favourable eye, 


Survey poor mortals ; and, when leaſt expected, 


Succour the cauſe of innocence, and virtue, 


CHORUS. 


Thee we congratulate, illuſtrious queen! 
Thy daughter lives enroll'd among the gods ! 


| CLYTEMNESTR A 
But ſay, what god has rais'd thee to the ſkies, 
My Iphigenia ?—if by that name, 

I now may call thee !—name for ever dear! 
But am I not deceiv'd ?—1s not this tale 
Invented only to encreaſe my ſorrows ? 


MESS EN OG E Re 
But ſec thy huſband, Agamemnon, comes, 
Who will confirm my words, 


SCENE KX. 
Enter A G AMR MN ON. 


GAME MN ON. 
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No more, my queen, lament thy daughter's death, 


Who with the gods enjoys eternal bliſs !— 
And now the troops are ready to embark— 
Rturn to Argos with the young Oreſtes— 
Farewell my ſpoule !—a longer interview 
My time will not afford—when I rcturn 


Victorious 
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Victorious from the ſeige of Troy, 
Then will I give my mind to ſofter paſſions. 
Farewell may every bliſs attend thee ! 


CHORUS. 


Oh may the gods, illuſtrious ſon of Atreus ! 


Grant thee a happy voyage, and ſafe return, 
Victorious crown'd with trophies and with honours ! 
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SCENE I. 


7 IS ſcarce poſſible for the human imagination to 
conceive any thing, more beautiful than the 
opening of this play. We behold a great king ſtrug- 
gling between parental affection, and the duty he owes 
his people. Kept awake, by the anxieties inſeparable 
from his exalted ſtation, the hour of the night, the ſi- 
lence which reigns throughout the camp, every cir- 
cumſtance tends to raiſe the ſoul, and fill it with 
the moſt ſublime ideas. Racine, in his Iphigenia, has 
copied great part of this act; but in this, as well as in 
his other plays, he departs from the fimplicity of his 
great maſter Euripides, 
| This 
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This night within thy tent I ſaw thee ſeated, 

And by a feeble lamp, &c. 
Nothing can be finer than this deſcription, of the irre- 
ſolution of Agamemnon's mind. The circumſtances of 
his opening the letter after it was ſealed, throwing the 
lamp upon the ground, and burſting into a flood of 
tears, are expreſſive of the greateſt anxiety and diſtreſs, 


Three beauteous daughters bleſt the bed of Leda. 
This ſpeech of Agamemnon, though according to our 
preſent notions of tragedy it may ſeem too long, is de- 
ſerving of every praiſe : it informs the audience in a 
natural manner of every thing relating to the drama, 
which it is neceſſary for them to be acquainted with, 
for the better underſtanding the characters which are 


to appear on the theatre; and gives a very probable 


account of the cauſe of the Trojan war : the exiſtence 
of which, ſome modern writers have pretended to deny, 
upon a ſuppoſition that a fine woman was not an ob- 
ject important enough, to engage a great people in a 
war of ten years. But a very light attention to the 
Hiſtory of Europe, for the laſt three or four centuries, 
will convince us, that long and cruel wars have been 
begun on much leſs pretences. 


From Chalcis, where her gentle ſtream. 
The chorus appear in this act; and the ode is ex- 
tremely poetical. We behold, as Father Brumoy ob- 


ſerves, twenty kings, at the head of powerful armies, 


with a thouſand ſhips, in the port of Aulis, as it were 
in perſpective. This muſt neceſſarily engage the mind 
of the ſpectator, and intereſt him in the cauſe of 

| IÜphigenia, 
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Tphigenia, on whoſe ſacrifice, depends the ſucceſs of 
the arms of united Greece. Not to obſerve that Eu- 


ripides, in this paſſage, had his eye on the famous ca- 
talogue of ſhips in Homer, would be uncandid ; and 


it would be no leſs ſo if his tranſlator did not ac- 


knowledge himſelf indebted to Mr. Pope's excellent 
tranſlation of that paſſage, which with the whole poem 
will be admired as long as a taſte for poctry remains 
in this Kingdom. 
Engag'd in ſedentary games. 

The poet calls theſe games Tow wortag νοον,ααę 
teſſerarum formas multiplices. The commentators are 
very copious on this paſlage, as it gives every one an 
opportunity of eſtabliſhing a favourite fyſtem. Some 
of them repreſent this play as a kind of dice, with the 
figures of the gods painted on the different fides. I 
have often refle&ed on the perverſe taſte of the gene- 
rality of commentators and critics, who frequently 
waſte a great deal of time and learning on paſſages of 
this ſort, which contain nothing intereſting, while they 
paſs over the moſt ſublime and affecting parts of a 
poem, without making a fingle obſervation. 


By Atreus' ſon great Agamemnon led. 
The term Adgages, according to Barnes, is an epithet 
applied to Menclaus. Brumoy is of opinion, that it is 
the name of one of the Grecian leaders ; but as Homer 


in his catalogue mentions no prince of that name, and 


as Adraſtus king of Sicyon died before the Trojan war, 
I am rather inclined to follow Barnes. 
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ACT II. 


The quarrel and reconciliation of Agamemnon, and 
Menelaus, which takes up the greateſt part of this act, 
is one of the fineſt paſſages in Euripides. The poet, 
to give it a greater air of dignity, has made uſe of the 
Trochaic verſe, which I have endeavoured to imitate, 


but cannot boaſt much of my ſucceſs : however, I 


flatter myſelf, it will give a variety to the cadence, 
which on the whole may not be diſpleaſing. It is 
with particular pleaſure, that I difcover a ſurpriſing ſi- 
militude between this part of Euripides, and the cele- 
brated quarrel of Brutus and Cafhus, in our immortal 
Shakſpeare. The beauties of both are ſo ſtriking, that 
I know not which to admire moſt. 


Does it become the man for empire form'd, 
Crown'd with tranſcendant glory, and of numerous 
armies leader, &c. 
There is a noble fire in theſe lines, as well as in the 
whole ſpeech of Menelaus. It is remarkable, that 
Racine has not copied in his Iphigenia, any part of 
the ſecond act, except the unexpected arrival of Iphi- 
genia. 
Fatigu'd 
With the long journey, by a cryſtal fountain, 
Thy conſort, &c. 
This deſcription of a great queen repoſing herlſclf, 
with her attendants, on the banks of a limpid ſtream, 
gives us a beautiful picture of the lmplicity of ancient 
I | manners; 
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manners; when the moſt illuſtrious perſons were con- 
tented to maintain their ſuperiority by the dignity of 
their characters, without that faſtidious pomp, which 
in more refined ages has been inſeparably annexed to 
royalty, The pleaſure we feel in reading paſſages 
which recall to our mind images of life in the early 
ſtages of ſociety, is a ſtriking proof that the manners 
at that period are more conſonant to our nature than 
the falſe refinements of a ſtate of high civilization, 

What ſhall I ſay ?—unhappy, &c. 
This ſpeech of Agamemnon is wonderfully tender and 
pathetic. We are not ſurpriſed that Menelaus is af- 
fected by it; as no perſon of ſenſibility can read it 
without tears. 

Now by our common anceſtors I ſwear. 
The generofity and friendſhip which run through this 
ſpeech deſerve every praiſe. 

Happieſt of the human kind! 
This choral ode is to the laſt degree beautiful and po- 
etical, though the firſt ſtrophe and antiſtrophe are not 
immediately connected with the play. 


Thy flute Olympus' pipe excell'd. 


Olympus, according to the Scholiaſt, was the ſcholar 
of Marſyas, and an excellent mufician. 


er III. 


How fortune ſmiles on thoſe. | 
Brumoy begins the third a& with this ſpeech of the 
chorus, contrary to the opinion of Barnes and others, 
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who begin the act with the ſucceeding ſpeech of Cly- 
temneſtra. The reaſons which that excellent critic aſ- 
ſigns for departing from the general cuſtom in the di- 
viſion of the acts, are ſo very judicious, that I cannot 
avoid repeating them. The manner in which Clytem- 
neſtra addrefles the chorus, and the returns ſhe makes 
to their civilities, render it evident that they appear in 
the ſame ſcene. The chorus, no doubt, direct their 
diſcourſe to Clytemneſtra and Iphigenia, whom they 
behold approaching towards them in the chariot, and 
are making preparations for their reception. When 
we reflect on the aſtoniſhing magnificence of the Greek 
theatre, we are not ſurpriſed at ſeeing chariots and 
horſes introduced on the ſtage. The ancients imitated 
nature in their theatrical repreſentations much more 
cloſely than the moderns, and were poſſeſſed of a greater 
variety of ingenious machines. 
Your kind congratulations I confider 
A happy omen, &c. | 

There is great ſimplicity in this ſpeech. With plea- 
ſure we look back on thoſe ages, when the endearing 
names of huſband and wife, father and ſon, were in uſe 
among the great : when the ſentiments of nature ap- 
pear'd in their full force—not, as at preſent, ſtifled by 
the reſtraints and refinements of civil ſociety. 


SCENE III. 


This interview between Agamemnon and Iphigenia, 


can never be ſufficiently admir'd. The filial affection, 
the 
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the artleſs innocence and unaffected joy of Iphigenia» 
contraſted with the ſituation of her father's mind, her 
tender anxiety to relieve his diſtreſs, the ambiguity of 
his expreſſions, which half reveal what he has not 
courage to avow—every circumſtance tends to inſpire 
pity—nature herſelf ſpeaks in every line. The beauty 
of this paſſage did not eſcape Racine, who has imi- 
tated it in his Iphigenia : but though his imitation is 


not deſtitute of merit, it falls infinitely ſhort of the 
original. 


Too ſoon, my daughter, wilt thou paſs the floods. 
Meaning the floods of Styx. The beauty of the Greek 
in this paſſage is in a great meaſure loſt in the tran. 
1lation. 

Eſopus had a daughter nam'd Ægina. 
This genealogical account of Achilles' family, however 
neceflary it may be for the audience to be acquainted 
with, will, I am afraid, appear rather dry in an Eng- 
liſh dreſs. 

Diſcloſe thy wiſh, for IT am all obedience. 
Brumoy, in his tranſlation, ſubſtitutes, with the true 
ſpirit of a French critic, the word complaiſance for 
obeiflance, which is the literal tranſlation ; as the Jat- 


ter word is not ſuitable to the falſe delicacy of that 
polite nation. 
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ACT VV. 
SCENE LI. 


Oh ſacred laws of modeſty and virtue. 
The behaviour of Achilles in this ſcene is ſo different 
from our preſent manners, that to a mere modern rea- 
der it will appear rather unpolite; and in order to re- 
liſh it, we ſhould tranſport ourſelves in imagination to 
ancient Greece. The ſtrict regard paid by that people 
to the delicacy of the female character, is ſcarce recon- 
cileable to that liberal treatment which the ſex receive at 
preſent in moſt of the countries in Europe. But as virtue 
appears pleaſing under every form, I own I am charm'd 
with the modeſty of Achilles, a quality that appeared 
to Monſieur Racine of ſo little importance that he 
has deprived him of it, and ſubſtituted in its place the 
ridiculous affectation of a French marquis. 


SCENE III. 


Brumoy obſerves, that the wild manner in which 
Arcas addreſſes Clytemneſtra, and the ſuſpence in which 
he keeps her before he reveals the ſecret of his maſter, 
produce a fine effect; and diſpoſe Clytemneſtra to give 
credit to a ſtory which might overwiſe be ſuppoſed to 
exceed belief. | 

Low at thy teet I fall, divine Achilles ! 

This pathetic ſpecch of Clytemneſtra is imitated, or 
rather tranflated, by Racine; and it muſt be confeſſed, 
that he has almoſt equalled the ſpirit of the original. 


4 There 
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There are occaſions where it ill becomes 

A hero to conduct himſelf. 
Achilles in this ſpeech ſhews himſelf to be the accom- 
pliſhed prince, the brave hero, and the generous friend. 


Sipylus is a city of Lydia, where Tantalus the father 
of Niobe refided, from whom Agamemnon and Mene- 
laus were deſcended. 


Lead not thy Iphigenia to my preſence. 

Achilles 1s cenſured by ſome critics as very ill-bred in 
refuſing to ſee Iphigenia; but, as I have before ob- 
ſerved, the delicacy with which the female character 
was preſerved at that time, rendered it very improper : 
not to mention that the protection he offers Clytem- 
neſtra is much more diſintereſted than if he appeared 
as Iphigenia's lover. 


At Thetis' nuptials Hymen came. 
The ſtriking contraſt between the marriage of Thetis 
and Peleus, and the unhappy fate of Iphigenia, ſup- 
poſed to be contracted to Achilles, is the ſubject of 


this admirable ode, which has every beauty of poetry 
to recommend it. 


AC fr. 
S GENE: II. 


The appearance of Iphigenia in this ſcene, with her 
infant brother, Oreſtes, in her arms, muſt have had a 
fine effect in repreſentation. 
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What anſwer can I make? 

For to my other crimes I muſt not 

That meaneſt vice of all, diſimutiation. 
This ſentiment is worthy of a hero, and com th 
peculiar propriety from the mouth of Agamemnon. 

Since Tyndarus refign'd me to thy arms. 
In this pathetic ſpeech of Clytemneſtra, J have taken a 
liberty with my author, which in a tranſlator may be 
conſidered by ſevere critics as ſcarce allowable. Euri- 
pides makes Clytemneſtra upbraid Agamemnon with 
killing her firſt huſband, Tantalus, and deſtroying her 
infant ſon before her eyes. He then threw himſelf at 
the feet of Tyndarus, who (good man) pardoned his 
offences, and gave him his daughter Clytemneſtra in 
marriage. The improbability of the ſtory, together 
with the glaring impropricty of introducing ſo many 
ſhocking circumſtances into a ſpeech, the deſign of 
which was to excite pity, almoſt induce me to believe 
the whole paſſage an interpolation, Homer ſuppoſes 
Agamemnon to have been the firſt huſband of Clytem- 
neſtra; and the exiſtence of this Tantalus is very 


_ doubtful ; he is ſuppoſed by ſome to have been a ſon of 


Thyeſtes, and conſequently brother to Ægiſchus. But 
admitting this fact, after a murder of this horrid na- 
ture, Agamemnon could never have appointed Ægiſthus 
regent of his kingdom when he ſailed for Troy. Pau— 
ſanias mentions ſeeing a tomb, which, according to an 
obſcure tradition, was erected to the memory of this 
Tantalus : but what he ſays of him is involved in 
doubt and uncertainty, I am not aſhamed to confeſs, 

that 


NOTES on IPHIGENIA in AULIS. 231 


that ſo great is my reſpect for the character of Aga- 
memnon, that I had rather meet with the cenſures of a 
hundred critics, than tranſlate a paſſage that reflects ſo 
much diſhonour on his memory. The claſſical reader 
will pardon my partiality for that great man; and the 
humane reader will thank me for omitting a relation 


of circumſtances which cannot be read without horror. 


Did I poſſeſs the eloquence of Orpheus. 
Till I read this ſpeech of Iphigenia, I thought it im- 
poſhble that the tender and pathetic could be carried 
farther than in the preceding one of Clytemneſtra ; 
but this of Iphigenia greatly exceeds it, The circum- 
{tance of her holding up her infant brother to move 
her father to compaſſion, can never be ſufficiently ex- 
tolled. Her deſiring him not to turn away his eyes, 
but at leaſt to indulge her before ſhe dics with a tender 
look, gives us the moſt exalted idea of her filial af- 


fection. The anſwer of Agamemnon is manly and 
heroic, | ahi; 


SCENE I. 


Euripides, in this affecting ſcene, changes the mea— 


ſure of his verſe, to expreſs more forcibly the grief of 
Iphigenia and Clytemneſtra; a beauty I have endea- 


voured to preſerve in my tranſlation. 
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SCENE V. 


Now, Clytemneſtra, liſten to my words. 
This ſpeech, noble as it is, has not eſcaped the cenſure 
of the critics. Ariſtotle, in the fixteenth chapter of 
his Poetics, ſays, that Euripides in this part errs againſt 


manners, in making Iphigenia ſo heroic in this ſcene, 


who, a little before, ſeemed defirous of life. Mon. 
Dacier joins with his great maſter in condemning the 
poet; but if we appeal to our feelings, the only ſtand. 
ard of ſound criticiſm, we ſnall find that this mixture 
of weakneſs and courage ſtrongly intereſts us in the 
cauſe of Iphigenia. In Racine, Iphigenia, when in- 
formed of the intended ſacrifice, receives the news with 
joy. But however we may admire her heroic virtue, 
our tender paſſions are not affected, becauſe her conduct 
is unnatural. In Euripides, when ſhe firſt hears of the 
fatal news, ſhe gives way to the dictates of nature, 
and ſupplicates for life. It we confider her ſituation, 
flattered with the hopes of a great marriage, in the. 
bloom of youth and beauty, the darling of a fond pa- 
rent, we cannot be ſurprized that ſhe is defirous of liv- 
ing, and that, flruck with the harſh and unexpected 
tidings, ſhe gives way to tears and lamentations. But 
when ſhe reflects afterwards on her illuſtrious birth, 


the important part ſhe is to act, and that on her death 


depends the glory and fatety of Greece, the principles 
of virtue get the better of that love of life which was 
implanted in her by nature. 


! 
Daughter 
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Daughter of Agamemnon, &c. | 
Achilles, in this ſpeech, admires Iphigenia; bur 
then he admires her as a hero, and is ſtruck with 
her great and exalted mind. Racine, to pleaſe 
the wretched taſte of his audience, repreſents him as 
making love with all the airs of a French marquis. 
Innumerable are the inſtances among the moderns of 
falſifying characters, in order to introduce a love ſtory. 
Corneille has been juſtly ridiculed for making Cinna 
in love. But our countryman, Ben Jonſon, far ex- 


ceeded him, when he repreſented Sejanus as a flave to 
that tender paſhon. 


And Agamemnon, who bcheld his daughter 

Advance in flow proceſſion thro' the grove, 

Then felt a father's pangs, and d<oply groan'd. 
This paſſage gave occaſion to that celebrated paint. 
ing of Timanthes, which Pliny has admired as one of 
the moſt finiſhed pieces of antiquity. But the poet de- 
ſerves no leſs applauſe than the painter. I muſt con- 
feſs, I never experienced that uncalſy ſenſation which a 
tranſlator is ſubject to (when he finds himſelf unable to 
do juſtice to his author) in fo high a degree as in my 
attempt to render this paſſage into Englith ; which, 
after all my pains, I have the mortification to find in- 
finitely inferior to the original. The frequency of ſuch 
mortifications is the only thing which can make them 
ſupportable. The famous Nicholas Pouſſin, in his ad- 
mired painting of rhe death of Germanicus, has repre- 
ſented Agrippina veiled, in imitation of Timanthes, 
and with great ſucceſs. As the painting of Timanthes 
is loſt, I cannot help wiſhing ſome modern painter 
would try his ſkil! upon the tame ſubject. 


EY —_— —_—— _—__ T5 
— ea r= Foros: EE ES end * 


hes 


> 923 — a a Im 


— — — 2 — . 


— 2 — rg Sh 
X — — — SASE A 8 


— SY —— 
W 29 


DRAMATIS PERSON. 


— 
© 
— 
— 
— 
© 
<q 
. 
8 
& 
© 
2 
3 
— 
— 
— 
© 
— 
2 
7 
O 
— 
— 
2 
Un 


CHromrv s of Trojan Captives. 


ANDROM ACH E. 
F 
Minn A . 


Gn . 


N EPTVUNE 
Minn RV. 
HE Cu BA. 
HRE LE N. 


e * A $ _—_— 
B SETS oe en EE 


— — 
- g * = 1 " * > 
n — - — — . TI (OED 2 
_= m—_ 2 . * 1 _ — . 23 2 "2" 00 - x. 

— . » A - — * 0 < —_ L + & 2 ASS — DO. l 1 3 % a a - 

3 w 6 L — 5 „ 3 : wt On; : 
3 . 4 4 — L . - 1 — 2 — 7 = z 2 2 9 D 8 - 7 
— 1 oY ef 7 1 - 2 = - * + : — > x 2 - — 2 — ; > 2 a * A 4 yy þ 2 — hg ens c . 
- OF FE >= » a 7 - # - 8 — * % 2 Y — "3 = ” 4E Y - = ® 7 

= — = f — 4. * — = _ A 4 1 

— * » 2 — . 2 n ® = _ 1 N 3 % 4 r c —_— CE . 
» TAE * „. + ww - Pg * & 0-5 * 4 7 


——_— — 5 
—— — 2 „ und * 
2 SY. _ 2 2 2. — = A 


C977 


. 


SCENE I. 


N EP TUN E. 

ROM the deep boſom of the Agcan ſea, 

Where Nereus' virgin daughters wont to range, 
And tread, with gentle feet, the azure wave, 
I, Neptune, come—to ſee the laſt remains 
Of Troy's fam'd walls for ever ſince that day, 
When Phoebus and myſelf, with wondrous art, 
Theſe lofty turrets rais'd, I ſtill have view'd, 
With looks of kind regard, this Phrygian city ; 
And now with grief behold the aſpiring flames 
Range thro” the palaces the victor Greeks 
Poſſeſs the paſſes of the town, and all 
The glory of the Dardan race expires ! 
By Pallas taught, the ſkilful architect, 


Epeus, 


4; s* 7 as Arr . 3 


TROADES. 


Epeus, form'd a ſteed of monſtrous bulk, 
In thc wide womb a numerous hoſt enclos'd, 
= And to the Trojans ſent the hoſtile gift. — 
18 The hallow'd groves and temples of the gods 
1 Are all with blood polluted—at the feet 
4 Of Jove's great altar aged Priam falls, 
4 And ſtains the ſacred pavement with his blood ! 
4 | Vaſt heaps of treaſure and barbaric gold, 

4 The ſpoils of wretched Ilion, are convey'd 
By the proud victors to their painted ſhips ; 
Who now are waiting for propitious gales 
To waft them to their country and their friends, 
After an abſence of ten tedious years.— 
For me (ſubdu'd by Argive Juno's power, 
And great Minerva, wno with her conſpir'd 
The ruin of my favourite city) 
I leave, with fad regret, the ſhores of Troy 
Take my laſt view of my deſerted altars— 
And ſee a ſad and gloomy ſolitude, 
Where once devotion fix'd her favourite ſeat. 
With the dire ſhrieks and groans of captive women 
Scamander's banks reſound—by lot divided 
Among the nations who inhabit Greece, 
Theſſalians, Argives, and the proud Athenians, 
But thoſe, ſelected from the common lot, 
Of noble birth, by right of war reſerv'd, 
To grace the bed of kings and warlike heroes, 
Are now detain'd in yonder hoſtile tent ; 
And with them ſhines the fatal form of Helen ! 
Thoſe who delight in fights of miſery 
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May here behold poor Hecuba, who lies 

Before the portals of the tent, and ſheds 

A flood of unavailing tears !— 

Hard is her fate !—the fair Polyxena, 

Her hapleſs daughter, at Achilles' tomb 
Breathes out her ſoul! and Priam and his ſons 
Long fince have periſh'd !—ev'n the royal virgin, 
Caſſandra, prieſteſs of Apollo, dragg'd 

From the high altar, Agamemnon leads 

To ſhameful nuptials ! but farewell 

My favourite and once happy city ! 

Farewell thy lofty turrets, and thy domes 
Adorn'd with poliſh'd columns !—oh that Pallas 
With Jove's great conſort, had not wiſh'd thy ruin. | 
Thy walls might now have ſtood—and I wiſh pleaſure 


Feaſted my eyes, rejoicing in thy greatneſs. 


SCENE Il 


Enter M1NERVA, 


MIN E R VA. 

Great as thou art, ally'd in birth to Jove, 
And honour'd in the councils of the gods, 
Wilt thou diſmiſs thy former jealouſies, 

And hear the daughter of thy brother ſpeak ? 


NEPTU N E. 
Moſt willingly, Minerva, will I hear thee : 
The converſation of the friend we love 


Ils the beſt cordial for the afflicted mind. 
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MIN E R VVA. 
For this I thank thee but my preſent bufineſs 
Will equally concern us both. 


N EFT RN k. 
Or beareſt thou a mandate from great Jove ? 
Or from ſome other god ? 


MIN E R VA. 
Neither :I come concerning Troy; 
And aſk thee to aſſiſt me with thy power? 
N EPT UN E. 
Haſt thou forgot thy hatred to the Trojans? 
And art thou mov'd with pity to behold 
That once fam'd city now a heap of ruins ? 


MINER V A. 
But firſt inform me whether thou wilt join 
Thy power with mine in what I ſhall propoſe ? 


N EPT N E. 
Or Greeks, or Trojans, mean you to aſhſt ? 


MINER VA. 
I wiſh to gratify my former enemies, 
And puniſh Greece on her return to Troy. 


N EPT UNE. 
Quick thy tranſition is from love to hatred; 
What can occaſion ſuch a ſudden change? 


MIN E AVA. 
Haſt thou not heard the inſult that was offer'd 
Within my temple's ſacred walls? 


N EPT UNE. 
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N EPT N E. 
When Ajax forc'd Caſſandra from thy ſhrine? 


MIN ER VA. 
Nor did the Greeks that profanation puniſh. 


NEPTU N E. 
Altho' they conquer d Troy by thy aſſiſtance. 
M INE RX A. 
Their baſe ingratitude I wiſh to puniſh. 
NEPTU N E. 
Far as my power extends, I will aſſiſt. 


MIN E RA. 
For them muſt J procure a ſad return? 


NEPTUN xk. 
On ſea or land ſhall I exert my power? 


MINER V A. 

Soon as the Greeks deſert the ſhores of Ilion, 
And with their thouſand veſſels fill the ſea, | 
Jove from above will pour down ſtorms of rain, 
Mingled with hail, and with tempeſtuous winds 
Diſperſe the flect !—theſe hands meanwhile ſhall bear, 
Such his high will, the winged lightning's flame ; 
With that I will transfix the Greeks, and burn 
Their painted ſhips : thou only aid my vengeance, 
And let the Ægean ſea run mountains high, 

With horrid noiſe !—daſh'd by the ſwelling ſurge 
Againſt Eubea's rocks their breathleſs bodies, 

Or in the whirlpool's circling eddies loſt ; 

That, by this ſad example, Greece may learn 
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242 TROADES, 


To venerate my temples, and to pay, 
With pious zeal, due honours to the gods ! 


NEPTUN E. 

Few words are wanting for this pleaſing taſk : 
Soon ſhall the Ægean ſea be black with ſtorms ! 
The wild waves break againſt the rocks of Delos, 
And Cepharea's dreadful cape !—The ſhores 
Of Scyros, Lemnos, and the neighbouring iſles, 
Cover'd with lifeleſs carcaſſes, the ſport 
Of winds and tides ! —but haſte to high Olympus, 
Aſſume thy father's light'nings. and thus arm'd 
Wait till the Grecian armies leave the ports, 

And gain the middle fea. —Vain is that man 
Who plumes himſelf with overbearing pride 
On enemies ſubdu'd, on towns deftroy'd, 
Temples o'erturn'd, and ſepulchres profan'd, 
Since death will ſtop him in his gay career! 
Exeunt Neptune and Minerva. 


SCENE III. 


HEC u BA, CuorvUus. 


CHORUS. | 
Ariſe, unhappy queen ! and from the ground 
Lift thy dejected head—Troy is no more! 
No more our ancient dignity remains— 
Our royal ſtate and boaſted ſplendor ! 
Learn to {ubmit with patience to this change 
Of fortune, nor attempt to navigate 


+ Thy 
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Thy little bark againſt the rapid ſtream 
Which bears down all before it—ever ſhifting 
Are all the ſtrange events of human life! 


HECU B A. 
Alas! and am I then deny'd 
That poor relief, that melancholy pleaſure, 
Which the dejected ſoul indulges 
In pouring fad complaints ? | 
I who have ſeen my country, children, huſband, 
All, all, expire !—Oh race illuſtrious ! 
Ah! what avail the glories now, 
Which once adorn'd my anceſtors ? whoſe blood 
Scarce creeps along theſe wither'd veins ! 
But why ſhould I lament ? or why refrain? 
Silence is not enjoin'd me. 
My eyes are weary'd with inceſſant watching ; 
The dewy earth, the bed, where I have ſtretch'd 
My feeble limbs. 
But yet the mule is preſent to relate 
My woes in tragic ſtrains ! 
Fatal that gallant fleet which bore 
Unhappy Paris, to the walls 
Of ſacred Ilion, when he left the coaſt, 
Of wide extended Greece, and plough'd 
The azure ſea triumphant—to the notes 
Of the ſoft breathing flute, and ſhriller pipe, 
The veſſels mov'd—meanwhile the thoughtleſs crew 
Sung joyful pæans, and light zephyrs fill'd 
The canvas, ſwelling to the twiſted cordage. 
Returning with the wife of Menelaus, 
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Deteſted woman ! whoſe black crimes diſhonour 
Her noble brothers, and her native ſoil, 

Where cool Eurotas rolls his pleaſant ſtream. 
Her wild amours have ſlain 

Poor Priam, and his fifty children, 

And me, alas! reduc'd 

To this ſad ſervitude ! —behold me now 


Captive in Agamemnon's tent !—true ſign of grief !— 


My flowing treſſes cut !—Ye Trojan matrons 


Who weep your huſbands lain ! and ye, fair virgins, 
Whoſe lovers bled, of nuptial rites defrauded, 


Troy is in flames !—her wretched fate deplore ! 
And as the bird laments her raviſh'd young ; 

In melancholy ſtrains ſhall I begin 

The ſong —unlike to what I was, 

When as the queen of Troy, I led the train 

Of Maids and matrons on ſome feſtal day, 
With hymns and dance to celebrate the gods ! 


CHORUS. 
Oh, Hecuba ! from whence thoſe loud laments 
Reſounding thro' the tent, which fill 


Our hearts with ſudden fear, already doom'd 
To ſpend our days in wretched ſervitude ? 


H EC UBA. 

Oh, virgins ! I behold a hoſtile band 
Advancing from the fleet—unhappy me-! 
Doubtleſs they come to bear me to their ſhips, 
Far from my much-lov'd ſoil and native country. 


CHORUS. 


TROADES. 


CHORUS. 
Alas! I know not, but I fear the worſt, 
Long exercis'd in woe— 
But yet 'tis prudent to ſubmit—then come, 
And ſtand before the portals of the tent— 


Unhappy captives !—for the victor Greeks 
Prepare for their return. 


H E C UA. 

Oh lead not out Caſſandra, hapleſs virgin! 
Who frantic raves, denouncing heavy vengeance 
On all the Grecian race !—my deareſt daughter! 
Ah! how I feel for thy diſtreſs !— 

Of all my woes the heavieſt— 

Proud Troy, ill-fated city, is no more! 
Hapleſs were thoſe who dy'd in her defence 
Thoſe who ſurvive her fall yet more unhappy ! 


CHORUS. 


Alas ! with trembling ſteps I leave 
Great Agamemnon's tent, to learn 
From thee, oh queen! what fate I muſt expect: 
Whether the Greeks decree me death or life. 
For ſee, the mariners, with eager joy, 
Croud to their ſhips, intent upon their vovage. 


H EC.U-B A. 

Oh, virgins! my afflicted ſoul is fill'd 
With gloomy horror! for behold, 
A Grecian herald comes to tell me 


That Jam ſervant to ſome haughty lord. 
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246 TROADES, 
- CHORUS, 
Soon wilt thou hear thy fate. 


„ 
Alas! alas! 


CHORUS, 


Some lord from Argos, or from proud Mycenæ, 
From Phthia or the Ionian ifles will take me, 
Far from my native ſoil, and dear remains 
Of much-lov'd Ilion. Oh, alas ! 


HECUR A. 

Where ſhall I go? what country will receive 
Me, a poor ſlave condemn'd to homely work? 
A ſhade ! a phantom !—in my face I bear 
The horrid image of approaching death — 
Sentenc'd to ſtand before ſome victor's gate, 
Or bear his children in thefe aged arms— 
Oh fatal change for me, once queen- of Troy, 
Beneath whoſe ſway the kings of Aſia bow'd. 


CHORUS. 


Why wilt thou with thy loud plain encreaſe 
T by dire misfortunes ? 


HEC UBA. 
It ſuits not with my age, 
Or in the loom to work, or ſkilful trace 
Embroider'd flowers—ſuch labours may amuſe 
The hours of virgins in the bloom of youth, 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe charms may captivate their haughty victors— 
My ſpring of life is paſt—far other labours 
Muſt I endure - condemn'd to ſervile toils 
To bear the limpid water from the fount 
Of fam'd Pirene ! 


CHORUS 


Oh may we fail | 
To thoſe bleſt regions where great Theſeus reign'd ! 


HECUB A. 

And never ſee Eurota's chilling flood ; 
And captive in the Spartan realms behold, 
Or Menelaus, or deteſted Helen ! 
To this I ſhould prefer the pleaſant vales 
By Peneus water'd, rich in plenteous harveſts, 
Where fam'd Olympus rears its lofty head. 
But above all, the celebrated ſoil 
Which fair Ilyſſus laves, the realms of Theſeus. 
To Vulcan ſacred, fertile Sicily! 
Mother of mountains !—country far renown'd 
For brave inhabitants, and flow'ry meads : 
Facing the ſhores of Africa extends 
Its ample circuit, near the walls of Thuri, 
Waſh'd by the Ionian ſea appear, 
Where Crathis rolls her yellow waters 
Fed by cryſtal fountains, and with liberal ſtream 
Diffuſes plenty o'er the happy land. 


r 
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i | CHORUS. 

But ſce, the Grecian herald now advances 

| With ſpeedy ſteps—important news he bears 

But what I know not——doubtleſs we are doom'd 


To ſpend our days in hard captivity, 
Far from our country, in the realms of Greece, 
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A N N. 


SCENE I. 


TALTHVYBIVS, HEC BA, CHoRus. 


TALTHYBIPU 5s. 
COME a herald from the Grecian camp 
Nor is my perſon or my name unknown 
To thee, unhappy queen !—in Ilion's walls 
Thou oft has ſeen me; and, alas! I bear 
Reluctantly harſh mandates from the Greeks. 


HE C UBA. 
Dear friends, my fears were too well founded ! 


TALTHY 3-104 
The kings, by lot, have chos'n their Trojan captives. 


HEC UBA. 
Say, to what diſtant ſoil will you tranſport us? 
To Phthia? or ſome fair Theſſalian city > _ 
Or Thebes, by fam'd Europa's brother built ? 
: TALTHY EB 106 
To different regions, as the lots determine 
Servants to different lords, 
| Fate HECUB A, 
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250 TROADES. 


H I e A. 
What is my fate? and whom muſt I obey ? 
What is the fate of theſe my ſad companions ? 


TALTHYS1V 8: 
Not all at once can I reſolve thee—aſk 
The fortune of each captive, I will anſwer. 


a 30. 5 As 


What chief is to poſſeſs my wretched daughter, 
The fair Calandra ? 


TALTMY 2-10 $6: 
By lot ſhe is decreed 


To Agamemnon, Atreus' noble ſon ! 


HEC UBA. 
A ſervant to his ſpouſe, proud Clytemneſtra ! 
Me miſerable, alas! 
TALTHY IDS 


No: he premotes her to his royal bed, 
And Hymen's ſacred rites demands. 


H E C UB A. 
What with Caſſandra? whom Apollo choſe 
As Prieſteſs to attend his holy fane ! 
A ſpotleſs virgin! innocent and pure! 
TALT.H:Y-8-1:0 
His love for that young princeſs knows no bounds |! 
H EC UBA. 
Then caſt away my daughter! 
Thy keys, chy crown, and conſecrated garments, 
Once emblematic of thy holy function! 


1 ALT H X. 
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( 
Her lot is fortunate to be preferr'd 
A conſort to the bed of great Atrides ! 


H EC UBA. 
Where is my other child? that hapleſs virgin 
Who lately parted from me! 


TALTHYBIU $. 
Doſt thou mean 
The fair Polyxena ?—aſk not for her 
H E C UB A. 
Captive, perhaps, to ſome imperious lord 


F 
No : ſhe officiates at Achilles tomb! 


H EC UBA. 
And muſt great Priam's daughter fink thus low? 
To be a vile attendant on the dead !— 
But firſt inform me of theſe ſacred rites : 
Say, to what purpoſe, and by whom ordain'd ? 


TALTHY ESTs. 
Happy thy daughter is—let that ſuffice. 
HECUB A. 
Myſterious are thy words—perhaps her eyes 
Are clos'd in cndleſs night! 
TALTHYBIUS 
No cares moleſt her in her preſent ſtate. 


1 E C UBA. 
8 zut Hector's widow, poor Andromache! 
What fate, alas! attends that virtuous princeſs? 
r 
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TALTHY'B1U'S 
By lot decreed to great Achilles' fon. 


HE C u B A. 
What proud imperious lord muſt I obey ? 
Old as I am and feeble, hard it is, 
Now age has filver'd o'er my head, to ſpend 
My few remaining years in ſolitude. 


Arr. 
Laertes' ſon, the king of Ithaca. 
5 8 


H EC UBA. 

Oh grief mutterable I now tear 
The few remaining locks that grace thy head! 
And frantic beat thy breaſt !—and am I then, 
Ye righteous and all ſeeing gods! the ſlave 
Of that perfidious wretch, who ſcorns all tics 
Of faith and juſtice vile diſſembler 
Who by his ſpecious eloquence can charm 
The unſuſpecting heart, and lead it on 
To ruin and deſtruction ; and then ſmile 
On his own work—dead to each generous teeling ! 
But mourn with me, ye captive 'Trojan dames ! 
Deplore the fate of your unhappy queen! 
Condemn'd to drag an ignominious life— 
Slave to the worſt of men, 


CAOKU-S 


Thy fate is known, great queen but I am ignorant 
Of what the Greeks have yet in ſtore for me. 


TAL TT H AT- 
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TALTHYBIU 5s. 

But ceaſe —it now behoves me to conduct 
Caſlandra to the tent of great Atrides. 
Then every captive, to her ſeparate chief, 
In order ſhall be led But whence this ſtream of light 
Proceeding from the tent? perhaps the captives, 
Unable to ſubmit to ſervitude, 
Have form'd the reſolution to deſtroy 
Their lives, and in one flame conſume their bodies! 
Open the gates—if any thing ſhould happen 
Injurious to the Greeks, on me alone 
The blame would light. 


HEC UBA. 
Diſmiſs that idle fear; 
For ſee, Caſſandra comes my frantic daughter! 


SCENE II. 
Tnuter CAs s AN DRA bearing a torch. 


e AS SANDRA. 
Bear high the flaming torch ! 
To Hymen ſacred !—now with ſolemn ftep 
I walk !—T bear the flame, which [prencing.'s wide 
The ſpacious dome 1llumines !— 
Auſpicious Hymen, now behold 
The happieſt bridegroom and the happieſt bride 
That ever grac'd the ſhores of Greece | 
Imperial Hymen hai! — 
While you, my mother, with inceſſant tears 
And 
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And loud laments, deplore the wretched fate 

Of our dear native Ilion, and my father, 

Slain by the Greeks ! I go, I go, 

To celebrate my wiſh'd-for nuptials ! 

Now, now, I light the torch ! the flame 

Already mounts, and ſhines with ten- fold ſplendor ! 
Hymen attend; and deck me for my ſpouſals ! 
And thou, dire Hecate, propitious ſmile ! 
Now lead the virgin choir, to found _ 
Of dulcet harmony, with well-taught feet, 
Light moving, form the meaſur'd dance. 
Evoe ! Evoe ! now rejoice, my virgins |! 


And oh ! pronounce my father happy ; 


Attend, ye nymphs, and thou, great Phoebus, join 
Crown'd as thou art with never-fading laurels ! 
For in thy temple, lo! I ſolemnize 

Theſe ſacred and myſterious rites ! 
Oh Hymen ! Hymen ! Hymen! 
And thou, my mother, join the choral train, 
And, gaily moving, teitity thy joy! 

Let us implore a bleſſing on theſe nuptials 
In hymns to folemn muſic ſet ; 

And celebrate the happy bride 

With joyful hymenials—choral virgins, 

In Phrygia's ſplendid garments clad— 

For miſery awaits my deſtin'd huſband. 


CHORUS. 


Reſtrain, unhappy queen, this frantic maid ! 
Leaſt the direct her ſteps towards our foes. 


HE C U B A 


TROADES. 


n EC UBA. 

Great Vulcan oft invok'd to bear the torch 
On joyful nuptial days !—how is the ſcene, 
Alas, revers'd !—Ah ! little did I think 

To ſee my captive daughter now prepare 

To celebrate her marriage, in the camp 

Of hoſtile Greeks, amid the claſh of arms !— 
Give me the torch : it ill becomes thee thus 
With frantic hand to wave the flame. — Alas ! 
Will not ſuch ftrange viciſſitudes of fortune, 
Such dire calamities affect thy ſoul ? 

Dear partners of my grief, light torches bear, 
And chaunt the nuptial ſong in mournful ſtrains, 
Mingling your tears with mine. 


c AL SANDRA. 
Now, Hecuba, adorn my head with garlands ! 
And, oh! congratulate thy happy daughter 
On theſe her nuptials, great and fortunate ! 
Lead me, my mother, to my deſtin'd ſpouſe, 
Leſt with a timid and a trembling ſtep, 
Thro' virgin modeſty, I move too flow. 
"Tis not Latona's ſon that courts my hand, 
But the illuſtrious leader of the Greeks ! 
To thee, oh Agamemnon, and thy race, 
More evils ſhall I bring, than ever Troy 
Experienc'd from the fatal rape of Helen! 
I ſeem already to behold thee flain— 
I ſee thy family in blood involy'd— 
And thy vaſt empire torn by civil faCtions !— 
Buch is the fruit of my eſpouſals !—This the dower "4 
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Which I preſent to Atreus' royal ſon ! 

And thus moſt gloriouſly ſhall I revenge 

My aged father's, and my brother's death! 

Of this enough. — The horrid parricide, 

The guilt and ruin of the race of Pelops, 
Ought not by virgin lips to be reveal'd 
Hion in aſhes happier far I deem 

Than Greece—the Pythian god inſpires my breaſt 
With truths prophetic ;—but for once repreſs 
This ardour, and reſtrain thy flights ſublime z 
In Helen's cauſe, and for one worthleſs woman, 
One violated vow, how many warriors, 

Natives of Greece, have ſunk in endleſs night? 
What too has not their mighty leader ſuffer'd ? 
Reſign'd the pleaſures of domeſtic life, 

The ſweets of peace, the extatic joys that flow 
From children, and a conſort's tender love, 
All for a woman, who her ſpouſe deſerted, 

By paſhon led, and not by force compell'd ! 
The Greeks, who periſh on the Trojan ſhore, 
Expire not bravely in their country's cauſe, 
Endeavouring to expel a ſavage foe, 

Or ficrce invader !—all the rites of burial 

To them are wanting, and no mournful children, 


With unaffected tears, embalm their bodies! 


No weeping widows wrap their lifeleſs limbs 

In decent garments, but expos'd they lie 

On the bare ground, to beaſts aud birds a prey ! 
Their wives and childfen that are left at home, 
Or live neglected, or they die unmourn'd ! 
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No friend to pay the accuſtom'd rites, or pour 
The ſable blood, in honour of the dead! 
But ceaſe '—it ill becomes the heaven- taught muſe, 
Thus to rejoice in human woes. 
This conſolation have the ſons of Troy: 
They for their country ſhed their generous blood; 
And if they die, are honour'd by their friends 
With funeral rites, and in the ſepulchre 
With their fore-fathers ſleep :—bur if they live, 
Returning from the toils of war, they taſte 
The pureſt pleaſures of the enraptur'd ſoul ! 
Their tender wives and children, crowding round, 
Hang on their necks with tears of love and joy, 
A bliſs their haughty conquerors never knew! 
Tho' hard, yet glorious was the fate of Hector! 
He ſor his country fell, and by his fall, 
Acquir'd that ſhare of glory and renown 
Which never will expire while time ſhall laſt. 
If Greece.had ne'er invaded Jlion's walls, 
Great Hector's virtue had been then unknown, 
If much-blam'd Paris had not marry'd Helen, 
Obſcurely had he liv'd, obſcurely dy'd. 
War, and its horrors, by the wiſe and prudent, 
Are dreaded as the worſt of human evils ! 
But once engag'd, the brave and virtuous man 
Will either greatly periſh, or return, 
With conqueſt crown'd, to his exulting friends ! 
Then ceaſe, my mother, to lament thy country — 
Weep not for my eſpoula's - for by them 
Shall I deſtroy the fierc2{t of my focs, 


8 ä CHORUS 


CHORUS, 


In what a pleafing manner doſt thou ſmile 
At thy misfortunes, and, in ſtrains prophetic, 
Relate what far exceeds belief ! 


TALT HEY B1v $ 
Had not the great Apollo turn'd thy brain, 
Thou ſtould'ſt not with impunity inſult 
The leaders of the Greeks :—but true it is, 


That what the rich and powerful prize the moſt, 


Is by the poor rejected with diſdain, 

Who greater ſhines than Atreus' noble ſon, 
Supreme commander of the Grecian army ? 
He to diſtraction loves this frantic maid ; 
While I, tho' born and bred in humble ſtation, 
Should from my ſoul reject her proffer'd hand! 
Pitying thy phrenzy, to the winds I give 

All thou haſt ſaid againſt the Greeks, and all 
The praiſes on thy countrymen beſtow'd. 
But, beautcous conſort of the king of Kings, 
Attend my fteps.— Thou, Hecuba, muſt wait 
Till I receive my orders from Ulylles ; 

Only obſerve, his wite Penelope, 

Thy future miſtreſs, is by all admir'd 

For every great and noble quality ! 


CASSAND RA: 


Moſt infolent thy language !—but it well becomes 


A Grecian herald, who, of all mankind, 
Has leaſt pretenſions to reſpect. 
And doſt thou think my mother ere will enter 


C3 


TROADES. 
The palace of Laertes' ſon ?—Unleſs 
The oracles of Phoebus greatly err, 
Troy will behold her die; and thou, Ulyſſes, 
Art ignorant of thy cruel deſtiny |! 
Condemn'd to wander for ten tedious years 
Thro' unknown ſeas, to paſs the dreaded ſtraits, 
Where fierce Charybdis rolls her ſwelling ſurge, 
And Scylla opens her terrific jaws. 
To face the ſavage Cyclops ! with the blood 
Of ſtrangers ſtain'd ! to try the magic ſpells 
Of Circe, dire enchantreſs ! who transforms 
The human ſhape the Leſtrigonian race, 
The Lotophagi, and the fatted Beeves, 
To Phoebus ſacred, and the wreck at ſea, 
Of all thy friends; thyſelf alone art doom'd 
To reach thy native land - but firſt muſt pals 


Alive to Pluto's dreaty realms !—Eſcap'd 


From Neptune's wrath, expect not that thy woes 
Will meet an end: innumerable evils, 


To which my preſent ſufferings ſeem a bleſſing, 


Await thy entrance in the palace walls. —— 
But why ſhould I relate Ulyſſes' toils ? 
Should I not rather haſte to celebrate 

Theſe nuptlals, ſacred to the infernal gods! 


Oh thou, with victory's faireſt garlands crown'd, 
Great Agamemnon! leader of the Greeks! 


See as the Meed of all thy boaſted conqueſts, 


Thy lofty palace, fill'd with blood and ſlaughter ; 


I now behold thee fall Caſſandra too, 


By the ſame traiterous hand expires; 
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And mingles her laſt parting breath with thine ! 
Her lifeleſs body caſt beſide thy tomb, 
Where the fair fountain thro' the valley ſtrays, 
Neglected lies, a prey to ſavage beaſts | 
Ye ſacred crowns, and myſtic ornaments ! 
Which in my days of virgin innocence 
I much delighted in, farewel! ! 
Farewell the rites of ſolemn ſacrifice ! 
In which, as prieſteſs, I have borne a part. 
Ye zephyrs, wafc them on your balmy wings 
To Phoebus, father of prophetic viſions ! 
But ſhew me Agamemnon's ſhip ; 'tis time 
That I aſcend the lofty deck. —Fear not, 
Propitious gales !—a fury guides the helm ! 
For ſuch am I to all the ſons of Greece. 
Farewell, my deareſt mother, and refrain 
From weeping at my fate farewell my country 
Thy ſpirit I invoke, my royal father! 
And my fad brother's ſhades ! now wandering 
In the dark manfions of the filent dead! 
Where foon I hope to meet you—when I come 
Triumphant, glory ing in my flaughter'd toes, 
Expiring with the wretched houſe of Atreus |! 

[ Hecuba faints, 


CHORUS, 
Ye ſervants, who attend on Hecuba 
Oblerve, your miſtreſs faints—the blood deſerts 
Her languid cheeks—haſte, and recall, 
Betore it is to late, her wand'ring ſpirits. 


HEC UBA. 


TROADES 


HE C UBA. 
Why this officious care to raiſe me? 
Does not this poſture ſuit my preſent fortune ? 
Oh ye juſt gods! who never deign'd to ſuccour 
Me in my deep diſtreſs, tho' oft invok'd, 
On you I call for ſtill the human mind, 
When labouring with misfortune, flies for refuge 
To the kind arms of heaven's immortal powers ! 
Oh! what viciſhtudes have I experienc'd ! 
From that exalted ſtate in which I ſtood ; 
How ſunk !— how fall'n ! Once a ſceptre grac'd 
Theſe hands, deſcended from a race of kings, 
The conſort of a potent monarch I Lord 
Of all the wide extended realms of Phrygia ! 
The happy mother of a numerous race 
Of children ! who, in filial piety, 
And every other virtue, far excell'd 
Whatever Troy, or poliſh'd Greece could boaſt. 
My ſons, I ſaw, in fight unequal lain ! 
And on their graves my griet-ſhorn treſles offer'd ! 
No one inform'd me of the fate of Priam ! 
Their moſt unhappy father but theſe eyes 
Beheld him with a cruel wound expire 
Before the altars ot Hercean Jove |! 
I ſaw my native Troy in flames my daughters, 
Once ſought in marriage by the neighbouring kings, 
Snatch'd from my arms, in pride of youth and beauty, 
And captive led to where theſe weeping eyes 
Cannot purſue them; nor can expectation 
Cheat my ſad ſoul with the deluſive hope 
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E'er to behold them more !—and as the laſt, 
And bittereſt ſtroke of fortune, ſee me now. 
is A wretched ſlave, and going to the houſe 
| Ot my imperious lord, where I expect 

Such ſervile labours as may ſuit my age; 

Or at the door to ſtand, or bear the keys, 

And wait the proud Penelope's command. 

Indignities like theſe, muſt I, the mother 

Of god-like Hector, bear ?—behold me clad 

In robes rejected by the rich and happy! 

And on the earth my languid limbs reclin'd ! 
From one unhappy marriage all theſe woes 
Proceed ; and one had woman 1s the cauſe. 
My dear Caffandra, by the God inſpir'd, 
What melancholy truths haſt thou related ? 

But where art thou, my other virgin daughter? 

The much-belov'd Polyxene ! — Alas 
Not one of either ſex of all my children, 

Numerous as once they were, remains 

To ſoothe my anguiſh, or adminiſter 

A balm to my afflictions !—Why, alas! 

This pains to raiſe me from the ground ?—my feet, 

Which once were delicate, muſt tread a path 

Craggy and waſte let none of mortal race, 

However great or fortunate, aſpire | 


To perfect happineſs before he dies. 


CHORUS, 


TROADES. 


CHORUS. 


S TR O HE. 

Aonian maids, in tragic lays 
Lament the wretched fate of Troy; 

No more to heaven your voices raiſe 
In ſongs inſpiring mirth and joy. 

But in numbers ſweet and ſlow, 

Fill the tender heart with woe ; 

And while our miſeries you rehearſe, 

Let ſympathetic tears adorn the verſe, 

I now begin the elegiac ſtrains, 

What time we led the fraudful ſteed 
To Ilion's walls, from whence proceed 

Our hard captivity and chains, 

While we drew the ſteed along, 
Tecming with helms and ſhields of gold, 
And Grecian heroes, fierce and bold ; 

Exclaim'd a numerous throng | 

From Troy's high towers ! from labour ceaſe, 
Artificers, and all your arts employ, 

To draw this image to Minerva's fane, 

Daughter of Jove and Mg1s-bearing dame! 

The goddeſs who has long protected Greece ! 

Unmarried maids and boys, 

And feeble age the lofty ſteed ſurround, 
And in meaſur'd dance and ſong, 

The happy hours prolong, 
Their heads with flow'ry chaplets crown'd : 
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Thus plung'd in mirth and falſe delight, 
Unconſcious of their woes, they waſte the night; 


ANTISITADEF EL 


From different quarters of the town, 
Towards the Scæan gate, 

In crowds the joyful Trojans run, 
With pleaſing hope elate ! 

And in their hands bright torches bear, 

Waving in the ambient air. | 

While all, with unſuſpecting hearts, 

The ſteed admire, unvers'd in Grecian arts, 

This image, fatal to the peace of Troy, | 
A preſent to the blue-cy'd maid, 

To place within her ſacred ſhade, 

We ropes and other aids employ. 

Thro' the wide ſtreets it ſtately moves, 
(Immers'd in the contiguous tides, 

Thus the painted veſſel glides) 

Until it reach the verdant groves, 

Where Minerva's temples riſe. 

We lead the fraudful image to her ſhrine, 
Teeming with death, and now the Trojan train 
Relieve with joyous ſongs, their toils and pain; 

Vehile night's dark ſhades invade the ſkies, 

And in harmonic concert join 

The Lybian pipes ſhrill notes, and ſofter ſound 
Of the ſweet flute, and to the mazy dance 
Beauteous nymphs and youths advance, 

And high in air with active vigour bound. 


But. 


But ſoon, alas] with beeming ſplendor bright, 
The Grecian fires diffuſe their horrid light, 


E PO D E. 
That time amid the woodland ſhade, 
Attendant on thy ſacred ſhrine, 
Virgin Diana, power divine! 
led the choral train, thrice happy maid ! 
With frantic rage poſſeſs'd, 
And wild deſpair, the affrighted Trojans fly, 
And ſee the aſpiring flames aſcend the ſky ; 
The tender infant to his mother's breaſt 
Clings cloſe ; or ſupplicating ſtands, 
Seizing her garments, with his little hands. 
Deſcending from the lofty ſtecd, 
Built by Palladian art divine, 
Behold great Mars in golden armour ſhine, 
And his victorious ſquadrons lead 
To where grim death and all his horrors reign. 
Where in the temples floods of human gore, 
Defile the conſecrated floor; 
And where the ſoldiers arms profane 
The virgin's pure and chaſte retreat, 
And ſpread a gloomy ſolitude, 
Where piety once fix'd the ſeat, 
With every power that guards the good, 
Thus from our ſad misfortunes Greece will raiſe, 
To future times, a monument of praiſe. 
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Ar 


SCENE I. 


A Chariot croſſes the Stage, in which are AXDROMACHL 


and her Son ASTYANAX. 


CHrorwts, HEcUBA, ANDROMACHE. 


CHORUS, 


EH O LD, great queen, the fair Andromache 
In yon glittering car advancing ! 


Supporting in her arms the young Aſtyanax, 


The noble Hector's ſon ! 


HECUB A 
Why is that chariot fill'd, 
Unhappy woman ! with the arms 
Of thy lov'd huſband, Hector? and the ſpoils 
Of vanquiſh'd Ilion ?—doom'd to decorate 
Theſſalian temples, where Achilles' ſon, 
With ſolemn ſacrifice Invokes the gods! 


AN DN OM ACHE. 


Compell'd, hard fate! the mandates to obey 
Of haughty victors! 


K Ke U 
Alas !—Alas ! 


I AND R O- 
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ANDRO MACH E, 
You feel for my ſad deſtiny ! 


HEC UBA. 
Me miferable ! 
ANDROM ACHC F. 
Or doſt thou mourn thy many ſufferings ? 
HECUB A, 
Oh, ye juft gods ! | 1 
AND ROM AC H E. if 
And dire misfortunes ! oi 
H E C UBA. 4 
Oh, my dear ſons ! | 
| 
| 
| 


AND ROM AC H E. 
The recollection of what once we were 


HEC UBA. | 
My happineſs expir'd with Troy ! 18 


ANDROMACH E, 
Oh moſt unfortunate ! 


eon 
A noble race 


Of ſons and daughters once I boaſted ! 
AND ROM AC AH E. 


Alas ! 
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ANDROMACH x. 
Misfortunes ! 


HE CUB A. 
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H E CU B A. 
And the ſad end- 


ANDRO MACH E. 
Of our dear native city 


H E c UB A 
Reduc'd to aſhes ! 


AN D ROMA C ER E. 
Oh ! to my arms return, 
My dear departed huſband ! 


H EC uA. 
In vain you call 
On him, my valiant ſon, who now inhabits 
The dreary manſions of the infernal gods! 
A N DR OM A C H E. 
Of thy poor wife the ſole ſupport! 
HE C u B A. 
And brave defender of the walls of Ilion, 
Beyond my other ſons !—when Priam fell, 
Why did I not expire! 


CHORUS. 
Dreadful that with | 


HE C U B A. 
Leſs ſo than my misfortunes ! 


CHORUS. 
To add to our diſtreſs when Ilion fell, 
Paris, the author of the war, expir'd! 
Oh ! had the righteous gods decreed his death, 
Ere 


% # 
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Ere for the realms of Greece he ſpread his ſails, 
His hated nuptials had not ſtain'd with blood 
Sigea's ſhore—then had not Ilion's towers 
Sunk to devouring flames a prey ! 
The fields of Troy are covered with the lain, 
Expos'd to vultures and to ſavage beaſts — 
While Pallas views the ſcene with cruel joy— 


The ſad ſurvivors of their country's ruin 
Are doom'd in ſervitude to ſpend their days. 


H EC UBA. 
Oh with what grief I take my laſt farewell! 


CHORUS. 


A melancholy view it offers 


HE C UBA. 
My native ſoil and much-lov'd country! 


CHORUS. 


Oh ſons ! your mother leaves 
A deſert and a vanquiſh'd city! 


n EC UBA. 
What ſighs, alas! have heav'd 
In this ſad breaſt ?—alas ! what floods of tears 
Theſe aged eyes have ſhed !—happy are thoſe 


Who ſleep ſecurely in the filent tomb! 


No cares moleſt their tranquil ſtate—no tears 
They ſhed, nor feel or grief or joy. 


| CHORUS. 
To thoſe who labour with a weight of woes, 


Sweet 
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Sweet the relief which tears afford, and ſwect 
The mournful accents of the tragic muſe. 


ANDROMACH E. 
Illuſtrious mother of the god-like Hector 
Beneath whoſe ſpear ſo many heroes fell 
Of Grecian race doſt thou behold theſe things? 


n . 

I ſee the images of gods, who once 
Propitious fmil'd—but now no more their power 
Will aid the ſons of Troy, for ever fled 
From their deſerted ſhrines. 


AN D ROM A eM E. 
Theſe with my ſon I bear- our noble race 
Cannot exempt us from the toils that wait 


On all the ſtrange viciſſitudes 
Of fickle Fortune. 


H Ee UB A- 
Alas! I find 
No period to my woes !—T lately took 
My laſt farewell of poor Caflandra !—ſnatch'd, 
By force, from theſe fond arms ! 


ANDROMACH k. 

And is that hapleſs princeſs doom'd to bear 
The brutal fury of another Ajax ? 
Thy ſorrows are too much for human nature! 


HK CUB A. 
Innumerable evils have I ſuffer'd ! 
Too many and too grievous to recite— 

But I ſhall ſee an end of all my woes. 


T2 
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ANDROM Ac H E. 
Dead is Polyxena !—thy much-lov'd daughter ! 
Slain at Achilles' tomb— a ſacrifice 
To that great Hero's ſhade ! 


1 
Oh dreadful ſtroke !—of this Talthybius 
This hour inform'd me !—but the mournful tale 
Expreſs'd in words ambiguous and obſcure. 


ANDROMACH FE. 
Theſe eyes beheld her fall ! and from the car 
Deſcending, with the veil I cover'd 
Her breathleſs body. 


H E CU B A. 

Unhappy daughter ! 
Inhuman ſacrifice !—cruel thy fate !— 
Poor virgin ! thus to periſh, 


ANDROM ACH E. 
True, ſhe is dead—but happier is her fate 
Than that of her ſurvivor, who muſt drag 
A life of miſery. 


HEC un A. 
But yet, my daughter, 
While life remains, ſond hope will flatter us 
With expectation of a better ſeaſon : 

But all within the grave is dark and filent. 


ANDROM AC NH E. 
Let me afford thee this ſmall conſolation: 
When once the breath deſerts the body, 'tis the ſame 


As u we nc'er had liv'd—is it not better 
16 
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To die, than languiſh out in miſery 
A tedious life ?—no care diſturbs the dead — 
Nor do they feel the bitter pangs of grief.— 


Different the fate of thoſe who from the height 


Of fortune fall'n, experience every woe 
To which mankind is ſubject : then the mind 
Increaſes all its ſorrows, by reflecting 

On what it once enjoy'd—Polyxena, 
Whoſe fate you mourn, is now inſenftble 
Of grief and joy, as if ſhe ne'er had ſeen 
The orb of day. For me, alas! I feel 
The bitter change and dire ſeverities 

Of adverſe fortune. Once the wife 

Of noble Hector, and by all admir'd. 

With chearful heart I pra&tis'd every virtue 
Peculiar to my ſtation and my ſex, 
Which give a dignity to private life ; 
And in my huſband's abſence never left 

His houſe, purſuing vain amuſements, 

The bane and ruin of the female mind : 
But ſpent my time at home, nor did I liſten 
To idle and impertinent diſcourſe ; 

But by ſubmiſſive filence, gentle looks, 
Obliging manners, and the endearing charms 
Of meek-ey'd modeſty, I won his heart: 
Long time moſt happily with him I liv'd, 
Both giving and receiving daily proof 
Of pure affection and ſincere regard. 


The fame of theſe my virtues having reach'd 
The Grecian camp, the ſon of fierce of Achilles 


Demands 


Is 


TROADES: 


Demands me for his wife, and I muſt ſerve 
The man, who flew the gallant Hector !— 
Suppoſe, I could forget my much-loy'd huſband : 
Yet *twere impiety towards the dead 

So ſoon to plunge into a ſecond marriage, 
And love another—and if I ſhould preſerve 
My faith untainted, ſhall I not offend 

My haughty lord ?—a little time, they ſay, 
Will change a woman's hatred into love. 
But I deſpiſe that woman who can love 

A ſecond, having loſt a former huſband. 
Sincereſt is that paſſion which is form'd 

In earlieſt youth, ere intereſted views 


And cuſtom have eſtrang'd the mind from virtue. 


In thee, dear Hector, every wiſh I form'd 

Was fully gratify'd :—of noble birth, 
Unſullied probity, heroic courage, 

With every ſofter virtue that adorns 

The human ſoul—me from my father's houſe 
You led a ſpotleſs virgin, when I join'd 

My hand with thine in Hymen's ſacred bands, 
And vow'd eternal love.—But thou, alas ! 

Art dead, and thy poor wife condemn'd to go 


A captive to the bed of lordly Pyrrhus, 


By far more wretched than Polyxena, 
Whoſe cruel fate my brother now deplores. 
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Hope, the kind cordial which the gods have giv'n, 


To all mankind, is now to me deny'd ! 
No change of fortune ever can reſtore 
Or joy or peace to my dejected mind, 


T CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 


While thus you mourn your fate, it fills my breaft, 


With ſad prognoſtics of my future woes. 


H E C U B A. 
Altho' I never did aſcend 


A veſſel's lofty deck, yet I have learn'd, 
From various information, that the ſailors, 


In tempeſts which they think the ſhip can weather, 


Exert their utmoſt ſtrength; ſome at the ſtern 
Direct the rudder, others climb the maſts, 
And furl the ſails, or, ſtanding at the pump, 
Expel the water from the leaky ſides. 

But if the ſtorm encreaſes, and the waves 
Break with ſuch force, that human fkill is vain, 
They leave the veſſel to the winds and tides, 
And place their latent refuge in deſpair. 
Thus I, ſubdu'd by ſorrows infinite, 

Strive not to bear againſt the ſtream, but go, 
Where fate and cruel fortune leads the way. 


And thou, my deareſt daughter, ceaſe to mourn, 


Thy Hector's death untimely ! for thy tears, 


Cannot reanimate his breathleſs body, 


Or ought avail him in the filent tomb; 

But rather ſtrive to gain the love of Pyrrhus, 
By thy attractive manners, and thy ſoft 

And mild deportment :—this alone can give 
A beam of joy to my afflicted ſoul ; 

This can alone preſerve great Hector's ſon, 
Who, form'd to virtue in his tender youth, 


May 


ay 
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May prove the great reſtorer of his country; 


His future children, may perhaps rebuild 


Theſe ruin'd towers, and raiſe another Troy 


But I inſenſibly prolong my ſpeech 
Whom do I there behold ? a Grecian herald — 


The bearer, doubtleſs, of unwelcome news. 


SCENE IL 
Enter TalThYBi1vu s. 


TALTHY21U 6 
Oh virtuous widow of the noble Hector 
Condemn not me: reluctantly I bear 
The cruel mandates of the race of Pelops. 


What woes, alas! ſucceed this ſad exordium ? 


TALTHY BIVY 
It is decreed, thy ſon I cannot ſpeak !— 


ANDROMACH E. 
Muſt ſerve, perhaps, a different lord from me. 
TALTHYBIU $ 
No; he will never ſerve a Grecian lord. 
ANDROMACH RE. 
What ? muſt I leave him on the Phrygian coaſt ? 
CALTHYMIUG: 
Oh k how can I relate the mournful tidings ! 
ANDROM ACH E. 
I dannot but approve thy tenderneſs, 
1 ALT AH Y- 


— 
— — 


"” = 2” Is "8.5 0 
rr 2 >." 


\ 
| 

I, 
- 


Frm * 


($14 
F 1 
5 
z 
L 
- 


+ 


+ 


—_— 


c. 


KMPTA, 
AS. 


276 
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ATT ne 
Now hear the worſt !—=thy ſon muſt die ! 


ANDROMACH E. 


Oh ſtroke ! more dreadful than my ſecond marriage! 


TALTHYBIU $ 
Ulyſſes eloquence prevail'd on all! 


ANDROM AC H E. 


Unhappy ! doom'd to bear ſuch mighty woes! 


F 


He ſaid *twas wrong to ſave the fon of Hector! 


AND ROM. ACHE. 


Oh may the gods thus puniſh all his children ! 


TALTHYBIUS. 
And therefore *tis reſolv'd to throw his body 
From Troy's high turrets ;| but however painful, 
Let me exhort thee to ſubmit with patience, 
Nor vainly with ſuperior power contend— 


It is determin'd nor can kind entreaties, 


Or the perſuaſive eloquence of tears, 

Divert the Greeks from this their cruel purpoſe, 
Troy 1s in flames !—thy huſband is no more !— 
Thyſelf a captive !—then how vain the thought 
Of obſtinate refiſltance—what canſt thou, 

A weak defenceleſs woman, do againſt 

The numerous armies of united Greece? 

All oppoſition then is vain and fruitleſs. 

Vent not thy grief in paſſionate expreſſions 
Againſt the Grecks, leſt they, enrag'd, deny 


The rites of burial to thy hapleſs ſon; 


Bur 


TROADES. 277 


But bear it all in ſilence, and thy foes, 
Will freely grant thee the ſad conſolation 
To mourn thy ſon, and decently inter, 
His lifeleſs body in the filent tomb. 


AN DRO MAC H x. 

Oh deareſt infant! muſt I now behold thee, 
Snatch'd from my fond embraces by my foes, 
And led to cruel death ! thy father's glory, 

To all beſides the ſource of joy and comfort, 
Proves the ſad cauſe of thy untimely fate. 

Oh why art thou the ſon of gallant Hector? 
Unhappy nuptials !—different were my hopes 

At my eſpouſals !—little did I think 

My ſon would fall a victim to the Greeks ; 

But rather hop'd that he might one day reign, 
O'er Afia's fertile plains. Alas ! my child, 
Thou weep'ſt as conſcious of approaching death! 
Why doſt thou ſeize my robe, and hide thy head 
Beneath my veil, like the young bird, 

Who flies for retuge to his mother's wings ?— 
No more can ] protect thee noble Hector 
The gods will not permit to re-aſcend, 

From the dark tomb, to aid thee in thy peril, 
Shaking his fatal ſpear no tender father, 

Or kind relation, comes to thy aſſiſtance ; 

But thou muſt die unpity'd and unmourn'd ! 
Thrown from the height of yon aſpiring turrets ! 
Oh fair complexion and ſoft-op'ning beauties ! 
Sweet objects of my kind maternal care ! 

Was it for this J fed thee from my breaſt, 
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And nurs'd thee in theſe arms? — how vain, alas ! 
Has prov'd my fond ſolicitude and toil— 

But now embrace thy much afflicted mother, 

*Tis the laſt greeting cruel fate allows 

Dear charming boy ! now throw thy fondling arms, 
Around my neck, and join thy lips with mine, 
And Jet me catch thy parting breath.—Ye Greeks ! 
What fury has poſſeſs'd you to deſtroy 

'This helpleſs infant ?—cannot innocence, 

Or move your hearts, or moderate your rage ? 
Helen, thou common bane of Greece and Troy ! 
Not the great daughter of immortal Jove ! 

But the dire offspring of the infernal powers 

Of envy, ſlaughter, death, and all the evils 

With which the gods afflict the human race! 

Oh mayſt thou feel a part of what J ſuffer ! 

And dearly pay for all the miſeries 

Thy radiant eyes have caus'd—for ruin'd Troy, 
And Phrygia's fertile meadows bath'd in blood! 
But come, barbarians, ſeize my infant ſon, 
Precipitate his body, and devour 

His tender fleſh, and glut yourſelves with bload ! 
No more ſhall I attempt to ſave him ?—oh farewell 
Oh let me hide my miſerable head, 

And lead me to the fleet—a true prognoſtic 

Is my ſon's death of what I muſt expect 

From my approaching nuptials, 


CHORUS. 


8. 


T ROAD ES. 


CHORUS. 


Unhappy Troy! what miſeries has thou ſuffer'd 
From one bad woman, and one fatal marriage ! 


ANDROMACH E. 
But go, regardleſs of my fond careſſes, 


Dear infant! and aſcend the lofty towers, 


Where thou art doom'd to breathe thy laſt ! 
Take him, ye cruel Greeks !—let thoſe rejoice 
At my misfortunes, who are deſtitute 

Of every tender movement of the ſoul, 

And in barbarities can take delight. 


HE C U B A. 
Dear relict of my brave unhappy ſon ! 
Thou dyeſt, alas! and never more wilt bleſs 


Thy mother and myſelf with thy endearments! 


What can I do? what ſuccour can I lend 

To thee, poor infant ? what but fruitleſs tears 
And frantic wailings ?—with repeated blows 

I beat my breaſt, and tear my flowing hair — 


I mourn the wretched fate of heaven-built Troy— 


I grieve for thee, Aſtyanax ! Alas ! 
Is there a woe which I have not experienc'd ? 
The angry gods have pour'd upon my head, 
The utmoſt meaſure of their wrath, 
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285 TROADES. 
8. TROPHE. 

Illuſtrious Telamon, the lord 

Ot Salamis' fair iſland, where the bee 

Gathers his richeſt tribute, and the tree 
To Pallas ſacred, and by us ador'd, 
On lofty mountains rears its verdant head, 
Here, where the branches grateful umbrage ſpread, 
Minerva form'd her never- fading crown, 
To Athens cauſe of glory and renown, 
By thee and god-like Hercules, 

Proud Ilion's towers in aſhes lay, 


When leaving Greece they ftemm'd the ſeas, 
And made theſe hapleſs realms their prey, 


ANTISTROPHE I. 


When the flower of Greece they led 


And ſtern Laomedon, with impious pride, 

To Hercules the promis'd ſteeds deny'd, 
Enrag'd, to Simois' wat'ry bed 
They ſtcer'd, and with ſtrong cables moor'd the fleet, 
And from the lofty decks the Trojans greet 
With ſhowers of darts—our royal monarch ſlain— 
Our heaven-built walls laid level with the plain— 
And all the Dardan realms in blood embru'd— 

Thus rwice beneath the Grecian ſpear, 

Sad fate of adverſe war, 
Has this our native city been ſubdu'd, 


STROPHE 
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STROPHE II. 


In vain, amid the bright abodes 

Of heaven, the beauteous Ganimede, 

With flying ſteps, the ſtarry pavement treads, 
And bears, in golden goblets, to the gods 
Rich ſtreams of nectar ; for unhappy Troy, 
Thy native city, lovely boy ! * 
Conſum'd by Grecian rage, expires, 
And all Sigea's ſhore is red with fires! 
The cries of woe are heard around, 
The rocks return the melancholy ſound ; 
And as the birds their raviſh'd offspring mourn 

In tender and pathetic ſtrain, 

Thus with grief the female train 
Of Troy the tragic notes return. 
Here ſome lament a huſband dead, 

Others a ſon cut off in beauty's pride, 

Here for her lover mourns the virgin bride, 
From his cold limbs the vital ſpirit fled ; 
Some for an aged parent's hoary hairs 
Heave the ſad figh, and ſhed the pitying tears ; 
In the Gymnaſtic courſe no more contend 

The ſprightly youth, nor in the limpid waves, 

Which iſſue from thy baths, the virgin laves 

Her poliſh'd limbs, while you to heaven aſcend, 
Illuſtrious youth, in beauty's faireſt bloom, 
Waving your purple wings around the dome - 
Of cloud-compelling Jove !—The Grecian flame, 
With waſting rage, deſtroys the Trojan name, 
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—_ TROADES. 
ANTISTROPHE I. 


Oh thou imperious power of love ! 

In evil hour the peaceful ſeat 

Of aged Pritam, didſt thou greet 
With thy fair preſence ? from the realms above 
Deſcending, with each mild attractive grace, 
And ſoftly ſmiling on the Trojan race, 
Breath'd in their ſouls thy pleaſing dangerous fire, 
Inſtilling ſplendid hopes and gay defire : 
But from a ſource corrupt theſe pleaſures flow, 
Succeeded ſoon by penitence and woe; 
To all beſides the orient light, 

When, with a thouſand various dyes, 

Aurora, white-arm'd goddeſs! paints the ſkies, 
Brings comfort and inſpires delight, 
To us the harbinger of grief ! 

Her lucid form of radiant gold 

Serves us only to behold 


Our city's ruin !—no relief 


To her lov'd Trojans doth the goddeſs bear, 
Tho' Tython's ſelf once breath'd this Phrygian air, 
By her exalted to the realms above, 

And wafted in a fiery car, whole rays 


Thro' heaven's pure azure ſhed a flaſhing blaze! 


The royal youth four winged courſers drove, 


Thrice happy mortals ! to the golden bed 
Of bright Aurora, lovely goddeſs ! led. 
Ah! nought avail the favour of the gods, 


To ſave from fire proud Ilion's fair abodes. 


FEET 
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r IV; 


SCENE I. 


MEN ELA OSV. 


mE Nn EB LAUsS. 

H fun ! whoſe ray ethereal guides the ſteps 
Of erring mortals, to the nuptial bower, 

Beneath the luſtre of thy beams, I led 
Tyndarian Helen's fatal form ! for whom 
Such mighty toils I bore—lo ! here I ſtand, 
Great Menelaus—to my right hand behold 
The powerful armies of united Greece : 
With them, for Phrygia's ſhores, I plough'd the ſeas 
But not, as Fame reports, led by the love 
I bore my faithleſs ſpouſe but to revenge 
The inſult offer'd by the Trojan prince, 
Who, breaking every hoſpitable law, 
And ſacred tie of friendſhip, from my houſe, 
By fraud, convey'd my beautcous ſpouſe away— 
'The gods propitipus on our labours ſmil'd, 
And the foul raviſher has dearly paid 
For all his crimes—The Trojan towers are ſunk 


Beneath 
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Beneath our arms victorious, and his friends 

Are pcriſh'd in the general ruin! 

But now I feek this fury for what name 

Can I beſtow on her, who once was call'd 

My wife, and in this boſom liv'd, by me 

More than the light of day ador'd—within this tent, 
Amid the captive Trojan dames, ſhe hides 

Her guilty head — when taken in the war, 

To me the was deliver'd, that I might 

Either devote her to a death deſerv'd, 

Or bcar her captive to the realms of Greece— 
But *tis reſolv'd her blood ſhall never ſtain 
The ſhores of Troy ; but in my well-rigg'd ſhips 


Will I convey her to her native foil; 


There ſhall ſhe die, and by the hands of thoſe 
Whoſe friends have periſh'd in this fatal war 
But ſervants, haſte, and bring her to my preſence, 
Polluted as ſhe is with blood and crimes! 

And now I only wait for proſperous gales 

To ſpeed my vellels to the coaſt of Greece. 


H EC UBA. 
Oh thou great power! whoſe wiſdom rules the earth, 
Whate'er thou art, or by what name ador'd, 


Whoſe high perfections men in vain attempt 


To fathom or deſcribe—Immortal Jove ! 
Or tate immutable !- or elſe the mind 
Eternal which pervades all ſpace !—on thee 
I call, whoſe ways myſterious guide 
The ſteps of men to wiſdom and to virtue. 
I | MEN E- 
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Mu EN E LAS. 
Who? who 1s that who thus invokes the gods? 


| HECUB A. 

I praiſe thee, Menelaus ; and approve 
Thy reſolution to deſtroy thy wife: 
But from her preſence flv, and ſhun the fnares 
Of that bewitching tace, leſt ſhe engage 
Thy ſoul once more with her diſſembled loye— 
Her fatal eyes already have involv'd 
Two diſtant nations 1n a cruel war, 
O'erturn'd proud citics, and with waſting fire 
Yon lofty towers conſum'd! Alas | too well 
I know her power, and feel the dire effects 
With theſe my ſad companions : nor art thou, 
Tho? victor in the field, exempt from woe. 


H E L K Ne 
Oh Menelaus ! I have too much cauſe 
Of thy injuſtice to complain—ev'n now, 
By force, thy ſervants dragg'd me from my tent— 
And firſt, I aſk in what have I offended ? 
Why am I now ſo hateful to thy ſight, 


Once deem'd fo fair? and for what cauſe has Grecce 


Pronounc'd this cruel ſentence on my life? 


MENELAU $. 
It is not me, but Greece, that thou haſt injur'd, 
Who from my hands this ſacrifice demands. 


H E I. E N. 
At leaſt, allow me to defend myſelf: 
If I muſt periſh, let me periſh juſtly. 
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M EN ELA uUsãũs. 
I come not here, to hear thy vain excuſes. 


H EC u A 
Oh Menelaus ! grant her this requeſt : 
Let her alledge excuſes for her conduct ; 
While I will take the part of her accuſer. 
Alas! thou know'ſt not all the woes of Troy! 
When we have finiſh'd, then this hateful peſt, 
Leſt ſhe eſcape thy juſt revenge, deſtroy. 


H E IL E N. 

Whate'er I ſhall advance in my defence, 
Or good, or evil, will make no impreſſion 
On thee, oh Hecuba, my foe declar'd ! 
Yet to thoſe parts in which you muſt condemn 
My conduct, I will anſwer and retort 
On thee the bitter accuſation : 
Firſt you gave birth to him the cruel ſource 
Of all our woes - that time unhappy Paris 
Beheld the light of day—to thee and Priam 
Proud Ilion owes her fall! The fatal child 
Why did you not deſtroy ? whoſe ominous birth, 
In dreams foretold, when imag'd to thy eyes 
Spreading deſtructive flames the torch appear'd— 
The youth, to manhood grown, was made the umpire, 
When the three goddeſſes, on Ida's top, 
Contended for the golden fruit the prize 
Of charms ſuperior — Pallas to thy ſon 
Offer'd to make him victor in the field, 


To ſpread his conqueſt to the realms of Greece, 


And with immortal glory crown his name: 


While 
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While Juno promis'd, that beneath his ſway, 
Europe's fierce ſons, and Afia's ſlaves ſhall bend— 
But Venus brib'd him with a different gift : 

She promis'd to his longing arms to yield 

The faireſt of the human race ; and on me 
Beſtow'd this fad pre-eminence of beauty. 

Now to my fate attend :—Paris adjudg'd 

The prize to Venus; and at theſe, my nuptials, 
Should Greece rejoice—for had the youth declar'd 
For Juno, or for Pallas, then had Troy 

Invaded with her arms the realms of Argos, 

And laid her cities waſte—thus, by my fall, 
Have I procur'd for Greece, my native country, 
Immortal glory! and preſerv'd entire 
Her boaſted liberty! myſelf the prize 

Of all theſe bleſſings rather ſhould my country, 
Grateful to ſuch exalted worth, beſtow 

On me, a crown of gold! Perhaps you'll ſay, 
Great Menelaus ! that I left thy palace, 

Not by the goddeſs led, but by the charms 

Of Paris, Priam's beauteous ſon deluded. 

But how, at ſuch a time, could'ſt thou deſert 
Thy native realms, and ſpread thy fails for Crete, 
And leave ſo dangerous a gueſt behind? | 
But waving that, I left my huſband's palace, 

And by that act betray'd my native country, 

And ſtain'd my royal race !——Immortal Venus 
Than Jove more powerful, and whoſe ſweet dominion 
The gods, inhabitants of heaven, obey, 

On thee I call, to vindicate my conduct ! 


But 
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But you may form another accuſation: 

When hapleſs Paris fell, and ſought the realms 
Of night eternal, by no god compell'd, 

The bent to follow of illicit love. 

Why did I not deſert the towers of Troy, 
And fly for refuge to the Grecian fleet ? 

This I attempted ; and I call to witneſs 

The guards who ſtood before the lofty towers, 
And brave defenders of the walls of Troy, 
Who my attempts diſcover'd, and as oft 
Detain'd my ſteps, and me unwilling dragg'd 


To Priam's ſtately dome true, I eſpous'd 


Deiphobus, compell'd by force ſuperior. 

Now by what law am I condemn'd to die? 

In what have I offended to deſerve, 

Oh king! ſuch cruel treatment from thy hands? 
By threats and cruel force was I oblig'd 

To wed Deiphobus : for all the reſt 

Of my domeſtic conduct, lay the blame 

On Venus, not on me—Venus, who gave 

To youthful Paris theſe my fatal charms, 

The prize of victory. — But for mortal man 

To ſtrive with heaven, is impious, weak, and vain. 


CHORUS. 


Oh queen ! it now becomes thee to defend 
Thy country and thy children, when accus'd 


by 


By this deteſted fair, who now perverts, 


With ſpecious eloquence, the cauſe of truth ! 


HECUB A 


Since heaven's immortal powers thou haſt accu;'d | 
No leſs than me, I eafily can ſhew 


That all thy arguments are weak and falſe : 
Never can I believe, that haughty Juno, 

And virgin Pallas, ere could madly ſell 

The realms of Argos to a barbarous people, 

Or yield to Phrygian lords the towers of Athens, 
All for the golden fruit and idle conteſt 

On Ida's lofty hill--for why ſhould Juno 

Be thus ambitious of the power of beauty? 
What are her motives ?—ſay, can ſhe eſpouſe 
A huſband greater than the king of heaven ? | 
Or will Minerva, who 1o oft defir'd 

Permiſſion from her fire to live a virgin, 

Now ſeek the nuptial bonds, by her diſclaim'd, 

And ſhunn'd with ſo much care ?—Accuſe not heaven, 
Preſumptuous dame! nor by ſuch impious means 
Attempt thy guilt to palliate or excuſe. 

For is there one ſo deſtitute of wiſdom, 

Who to thy idle tale can give belief; 

That Venus to the fair Laconian realms # 
My ſon attended, and his ſteps conducted Y 
To the bright palace of thy injur'd lord ? 

For had that powerful goddeſs ſtill remain'd 

In heaven's ætherial domes, the youth had brought thee, | 
With thy Amyclian train, to Ilion's walls. b 
My ſon the race of men excell'd in beauty ; 4 
Thy tender heart an eaſy prey to love, 

That is to Venus—that the cruel goddeſs, | 
Of whoſe dominion you complain ; for none but fools 
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Lay their own vices on the powers divine, 
And call the gods to juſtify their weakneſs. 
With eager eyes you view'd the Phrygian veſts 
With vivid dyes, and ſparkling gold refulgent ; 
This caught your heart—defirous to enjoy 
The Trojan wealth and Aftatic ſplendor, 


Beyond what Sparta's barren realms could boaſt— 
For this you left your huſband and your country, 
And ſpread your canvaſs fails for Phrygia's ſhore, 


With gold abounding—flatter'd by the hopes 
Of greater ſtate, and more luxurious pomp z 
For Menelaus could not gratity, 

With his extended realms, thy wild defires. 
But ſay, did Paris, in his painted ſhips, 

By force, convey thee o'er the ſwelling tide ? 
This would thy Spartan ſubjects tamely bear? 
Or didſt thou ever aſk thy noble brothers, 
Caſtor and Pollux, to reſent thy wrongs ? 
Tho' then the heroes trod the fruitful earth, 
Not by the gods tranſlated to the ſkies — 
When, to revenge thy rape, the Grecian fleet 
For Ilion ſail'd, and the fierce war appear'd 
In all its horrors—then, it fortune crown'd 


The arms of Menelaus, him you prais'd 


In ſuch high terms, that Paris inly mourn'd, 
Griev'd to perceive a rival in his love? 
But when ſucceſs the Trojan arms attended, 


How did you change your ſtrain ?—the Spartan lord 
No more engag'd your thoughts—thus ſtill you follow'd 


Where blind and fickle fortune led the way, 


at 
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Deaf to the call of wiſdom and of virtue— 
But then you ſay that Troy's proud ſons detain'd you 


Againſt your will, and dragg'd you from the walls ; 


But when thus taken, could'ſt thou not deſtroy, 
By one brave act, thy hated hfe—the ſword 
With caſe might be procur'd. What woman, ſprung 


From royal anceſtors, inſpir'd with thoughts 


Heroic, but would greatly fall, 

Rather than wed the man her ſoul abhorr'd ? 

But d1d I not addreſs you in theſe words ? 

Dear daughter ! leave theſe realms, and let my fons 
Chuſe other conſorts—to the Grecian fleet 

I will diſmiſs thee, or at leaſt will aid 

Thy flight, and put a period to this war, 

Alike deſtructive to the Greeks and us. 

But this advice was ill receiv'd ; you choſe 

Rather to reign a princeſs in the palace 

Where Paris once reſided, and receive 

The adoration of a croud of flaves — 

This was thy only joy—with ſplendid robes, 

To raiſe the fame of thy exalted charms. 
And could'ſt thou view, oh thou the moſt deteſted 
Of all the female race ! without a bluſh, 

The azure vault of heaven, in marriage join'd 


To poor Deiphobus—rather array'd 


Should'ſt thou appear in coarſe and fable garb, 
Thy body ſhivering to the Eaſtern blaſt, 


Thy treſſes like the Scythian matrons cut, 


Not in looſe ringlets flowing, didſt thou yet 


The leaſt remains of modeſty poſſeſs! 
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But long that virtue has thy breaſt deſerted! 
But thou, oh Menelaus! on thy wife 

Revenge the numerous woes by Greece ſuſtain'd, 
And leave a uſeful leſſon to the world, 

Of what, in future, women may expect, 

Who leave their friends and ſtain their huſband's bed. 


CAUK US 


Oh Menelaus! by the glorious race 
Of royal anceſtors, we now conjure thee, 
Let not thy wife eſcape thy juſt reſentment — 
Mercy, in ſuch a caſe, will be a crime! 


In this my ſentiments with your's accord, 


A foreign bed, impell'd by wild defires, 

And her own fickle mind ; and that the name 
Of Venus was aflum'd to hide her guilt. 
But go, thou traitreſs ! reap the juſt reward | 7o Helen 
Of all thy crimes—dire ſource of all our woes ! 

And let me ſee thee with thy dying eyes, 

Repent thy great tranſgreſhons, and confeis 

The guilt of having ſtain'd my royal bed! 


HE L E N. 
Thy knees embracing, let me now conjure thee, 
To me impute not all the miſeries 
On Greece inſlicted by the hand of heaven! 


na CUB: As 
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H E c uU B A. 

Betray not thus thy friends, who hapleſs fell, 
In prime of life, ſad victims to her charms ! | 
By their dear ſhades, and by thy much-lov'd children, 
To my requeſt, oh ! lend a liſtening ear ? 

MENELA U $. 

Ceaſe, royal Hecuba, no more her charms 
Have power to change the purpoſe of my foul :— 
But, ſervants, haſte; convey her to the ſhip, 
Which ſoon will waft her to the coaſt of Greece. 

HE CUBA. 

Set not thy foot within the ſhip 

In which the traitreſs ſails, 


MENELA U Ss. 
But why that caution ? 


Will ſtorms and tempeſts on her ſteps attcnd ? 


23 0V8 4 

That man who once has felt the pangs of love, 
Will {till indulge the pleaſing dangerous paſſion. 

M R N E L A U . 

Then, to prevent returning tenderneſs, 
What thou adviſeſt ſhall be done within the ſhip 
In which I fail, my wife ſhall never enter ; 
And when at Argos I arrive, her crimes 
Shall from my hands receive a death deſerv'd: 
Her puniſhment will be to all her ſex 
A dire example of what woes attend 
On thoſe, who violate the nuptial vow! 


Happy, if by her death, the female ſex, 


U 3 AWd 
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Ad by a falutary fear, purſue 
'The paths which lead to virtue and to bliſs. 


S TROPHE I. 
CHORUS. 


Our ſhrines where gums in odorous volumes blaz'd, 
Our tow'ring domes on lofty columns rais'd, 
Oh! thou great ruler of the ſky, | 
Didſt yield a fatal prey to Grecian arms; 
Subdu'd amid the dire alarms, 
The ſacred walls of Troy in aſhes lie! 
No more the ſmoak of ſacrifice aſcends, 
And with its grateful ſcent perfumes the air; 
No ſuppliant prieſt before the altar bends, 
And pours, in pious ſtrains, his ardent pray'r. 
The gods, alas! deſert us, and no more 
On Ida's ſacred height delight to dwell ; 
Fair Ida, from whoſe rocky ſummit pour 
Rich ſtreams, which rolling down the echoing hill, 
With rage impetuous flow thro' waving woods, 
And great Apollo, thy belov'd abodes. | 
Where the rapt prieſts, in myſlic verſe, relate 
'The will of heaven, and dark decrees of fate. 


ANTISTROPHE- I. | 1 
Farewell, ye feaſts! no more the virgin train N 
In flow proceſſion move along the plain; 
No more the ſolemn ſounds we hear, 

\ 128 Iſluing thro' the ſhades of night, 
1:4 Or ſee from far the torches blazing light, 
While floating on the ambient air. 
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The hymn's melodious notes aſcend the ſkies, 
While from the temple, wond'rous to behold, 
The forms majeſtic of the gods ariſe, 
Adorn'd with veſts of purple and of gold! 
No more we ſce the Phrygian train advance, 
When Cynthia ſhines in filver glory bright, 
Or join the ſong, or lead the ſolemn dance, 
And doſt thou, Jove, from thy empyreal height 
And facred throne, this cruel change ſurvey, 
And view thy ancient honours thus decay ? 
Canſt thou behold, unmov'd, this waſteful fire, 
And ſee proud Ilion in one blaze expire? 


S'1 &Q:P-H:E: U. 


Oh, my dear huſband ! diſtant far 
Thy ſoul now wanders thro” the fields of air 
No friend was near to cloſe thy eyes 
Or lay thy body in the filent tomb, 
To pay to thee the laſt ſad obſequies, 
To ſhed the luſtral wave, and ſpices rich perfume. 
While me, alas! the Grecian ſhips convey, 
Far from this ſhore, wide o'er the watry way 
To Argos' ſandy realms, for ſteeds renown'd, 
Where lofty walls the well-built towns embrace, 
Rais'd by the labours of the Cyclop race, 
Meanwhile, our tender babes the gates ſurround, 
Shedding a flood of unavailing tears, 
And broken ſighs and accents reach my cars! 
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On me, on me, the captive children call, 
No more, alas! to your deſiring ſight 
Your tears your much-lov'd mother can recall; 
No more ſhe comes to gaze with fond delight, 
On your fair op'ning charms—but now our foes, 
Bear me far diſtant in the painted ſhip, 
And cut, with ſounding oars, the briny deep, 
To where the waves proud Salamis encloſe ; 
Or to the neighbouring iſthmus, where ariſe 
Great Corinth's towers, whoſe tops ſalute the ſkies, 
To where the kings of Pelop's race reſide, | 
They bear me trembling o'er the ſtormy tide. 


ANTISTROPHE H. 


Ah ! much I wiſh that heaven's immortal fire 
Would dart from high the lightning's waſteful fire, 
While o'er the deep the Grecian navy flies, 
With clouds the golden ſkies deform, 
While from the ſouth the winds tempeſtuous riſe, 
And rolling waves foretell the coming ſftorm— 
Then may the lightning ſtrike the fatal ſhip, 
And plunge me headlong in the briny deep! 
The fatal ſhip which bears me far away, 
Far from my country to the Grecian ſhore, 
While I with ſtreaming eyes my fate deplore, 
A wretched flave, to Grecian lords a prey! 
While beauteous Helen walks in royal ſtate, 
And Trojan virgins her commands await. 
Oh! may ſhe ne'er behold the Spartan lands, 
Where cool Eurotas rolls his filver floods, 
On whoſe green banks the fair Pitane ſtands, 
Or touch with impious hands her country gods. 


Nor 


Nor ever ſeek Minerva's honour'd fane, 1 
On lofty columns rais'd with art divine— 
Oh thou, whoſe crimes diſgrace thy royal line ! 

Bringing deſtruction to the Grecian train, 

And Troy's imperial race, how oft, for thee, 

Has Xanthus' ſtream run purple to the ſea ? 

And Simois' waves aſſum'd a crimſon ſtain, 

Polluted with the blood of heroes ſlain ? 


But oh ! what dreadful object ſtrikes my ſoul 
With ſudden horror ?—ye Trojan captives, 
Behold the body of the infant ſon 

Of gallant Hector ſee the breathleſs body 
Mangled in falling from the towers of Troy— 
Such the dire triumphs of our cruel foes. ip 


ACTI 10 


c He SEE > cnn." 


A V. 


SCENE I 


TALTHKY210:4,.1HH KCU 34, 0 K-00 1; 


TALTCH TS 10s 
NE ſhip alone remains of all the proud 
Theſſalian fleet; the reſt, great Hecuba, 

For Phthia's ſhores have ſteer'd their courſe, 
Headed by Pyrrhus, who in haſte departed 
Soon as he heard the factions in his kingdom; 
His grandfire, Peleus, from his throne expell'd, 
And proud Acaſtus reigning in his ſtead : 
And with him ſail'd the poor Andromache, 
Diſſolv'd in tears her country's hapleſs fate 
She mourn'd, and frequently invok'd 
The empty ſhade of Hector '—moy'd with her wocs, 
I melted into tears, and from her lips receiv'd 
This laſt requeſt, which is, that you inter, 
The body of her lov'd Aſtyanax, 
Great Hector's ſon, who periſh'd in his fall 
From Ilion's towers ! befides, the brazen ſhield 
Which his great father on his ſhoulders bore, 
And ſpread a terror thro' the Grecian hoſt, 
Muſt never be convey'd to Theflaly 
As a proud trophy, to adorn the nuptials 


Which, 
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Which, with reluctant heart, Andromache 
Prepares to celebrate, but as a ſepulchre 

For her poor ſon, I now to thee preſent. 

In linen garments wrap his lifeleſs limbs ; 
Adorn his head with flow'ry wreaths ; and pay 
Due honours to his filent ſhade. —Alas ! 
Abſent his mother 1s, nor can attend 

Her ſon's funereal rites, compell'd to follow 
The ſteps of her imperious lord! 

Do thou adorn the body; we, meanwhile, 
Will form the grave, and in the cryſtal ſtream 
Of fair Scamander, waſh the clotted blood, 
And bathe his limbs.—And now I haſte 

My promiſe to fulfil. 


H E c U B A. 

Oh! far remove the variegated ſhield 
Which my dear Hector bore Ia ſpectacle 
Diſpleaſing to my fight !—Oh Greece ! more fam'd 
For timid counſels than for valiant deeds, 
This tender child, alas] has fell a ſacrifice 
To gratity thy ſavage cruelty ! 
And fear, leſt he might live one day to raiſe 
Theſe ruin'd walls to all their former ſplendor ! 
Not Hector's ſelf, tho' great his fame in arms, 
Tho? aided by a numerous hoſt of friends, 
From diſtant regions could preſerve his country, 
But bravely fell, and with him Troy expir'd | 
The Trojans captive, and the town in flames ! 
Amid the joy which victory inſpires, 
Can this poor infant fill your ſouls with terror ? 


How 
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How mean and puſillanimous that fear | — 

Aſtyanax, my deareſt child ! how hard, 

How cruel was thy deſtiny !—ſo ſoon 

To ſeck the ſhades of death !—had heaven thy life 
Prolong'd to ſome more diſtant period, hadſt thou dy'd 
In fighting for thy country, and poſſeſs'd 

Of the imperial ſceptre, and bequeath'd 

Thy kingdom to thy children, the bleſt fruit 

Of ſome auſpicious marriage, then I ſhould 
Pronounce thee happy, it that name belongs 

To one, who but poſſeſſes earthly bleſſings, 

And in their nature of no long duration. 

But thou, alas! born for the taſk of empire, 

Haſt ſcarcely enter'd on the ſtage of life 

Ere thou art dead that beauteous face, alas! 

Thy mother's fond delight—how torn — how mangled, 
In falling from the heaven-built walls of Troy! 

Oh tender hands ! ſweet mouth ! eyes clos'd in death ! 
The very image of thy godlike father !— 

Dear intant, you deceiv'd me when you held 

My garment, and addreſs'd me in theſe words: 

My mother, at thy funeral P11 attend 

With pious care, and offer on thy grave, 

My treſſes, and with mournful obſequies 

Thy dear departed ſhade appeaſe. Alas! 

This mclancholy duty I muſt pay 

To thee, not thou to me !—worn down with years, 

A ſlave an exile—harder yet, —depriv'd 

Of all my cuildren !—this, alas! the fruit 

Cf flcepleſs nights, and kiſſes oft impreſs'd 


T ROAD ES. 301 


On thoſe ſweet lips, with all a mother's fondneſs ! 
This verſe upon thy tomb I muſt inſcribe : 
Aſtyanax lies here, who fell 


A victim to the fears of Greece ! 

Moſt glorious this elogium for that nation! 

Thy father's ſceptre thou doſt not inherit, 

Nor his extended realms, but yet this ſhield 

Will ſerve thee for a ſepulchre—Oh, faithful ſhicld ! 
Of all the great poſſeſſions of my Hector, 

Thou art moſt valu'd but, alas! the hero cs 
Which once ſuſtain'd thee, is no more— | 4 
How pleaſing to my eyes, didſt thou appear ? 
How did I fondly gaze upon the figures, | 
Which the engraver's hand deſerib'd around 4 
Thy margin, when the god: like Hector i 
Return'd victorious from his ſlaughter'd foes, 
And from his temples wip'd the ſweat and blood ? 
Thou yet art dear—thus kindly to ſuſtain 

The body of this helpleſs infant, let us pay 

The laſt ſad honours to his empty ſhade. 

Since heaven rewards not virtue with ſucceſs, 
Weak is that man, who with preſumptuous pride 
Fancies his happineſs ſecure, and gives 

His mind to inſolence of joy: 

The gifts of fortune, never at a ſtand, 

Shift here and there, perplexing human wiſdom. 


CHORUS. 
Receive, great queen, theſe ſtender preſents, ſav'd 
From Ilion's ruins, and with them adorn 


The 
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The funeral of thy moſt unhappy ſon! 


H E c UBB A. 

Oh child ! not yet victorious in thy courſe, 
Nor yet ſuperior to the youth of Troy, 
In military games and manly virtues ; 
To thee thy father's mother offers up 
The trifling ornaments, which yet remain, 
Of thy once boaſted treaſure— 
Depriv'd of that by Helen's fatal charms, 
Odious to gods and men—ſhe too, the cauſe 
Of thy untimely end, has now involv'd 
The houſe of Priam in one common ruin 


CHORUS. 

Thy words with bittereſt anguiſh fill my ſoul ! 
Thee I lament and mourn, unhappy youth ! 
The deſtin'd king of Phrygia's wide domains! 

e 

Theſe robes, defign'd for better purpoſes, 

To grace thy perſon on the nuptial day, 
Leading ſome Aſiatic princeſs to the altar 
In royal ſtate, muſt now, alas! adorn 


Thy body pale and breathleſs dear ſhield of Hector 


Once the bleſt inſtrument of victory, 

And with unnumber'd trophies crown'd, 
Thou with this child muſt die, or rather live, 
With him united in one common fate, 

Long as his father's glorious acts endure. 

Far better this, than that Ulyſles, 


2 
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The moſt perfidious of mankind, ſhould bear thee 
Upon his coward arm in haughty triumph ! 


CHORUS. 
Alas! alas! dear child! 
Amid what lamentations does the grave 
Receive thee !—mourn ! mourn thy ſon, 


Unhappy mother ! 


HR e UA. 
Alas ! alas! 


CHO RU 8. 
I mourn thee dead! 


is E CUB As 


Me miſerable ! 
CHORUS. 


Unmerited and grievous are thy ſorrows! 


HEC u B A. 

I'll waſh the clotted blood, and bind the wounds 
With ſofteſt bandage! —but how vain my pains !— 
The vital ſpirit fled Ino art, no ſkill, 

Can now recall -in Pluto's dreary ſhade 
You ſoon will meet, and join your godlike father, 


HORN Us. 


Now ſtrike thy head; and, liftivg high thy hands, 
Beat thy ſad breaſt !—Oh me! — 


H EC UBA. 
Dear friends !—kind partners of my grief! 


CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 
What doſt thou ſay, oh moſt unhappy queen ? 


H E C UB A. 
Not one of all the powers which rule in heaven, 

Looks with an eye of pity on my woes. 
In vain their altars daily ſtream'd with blood 
Of victims ſacrific'd the gods averſe, 
Above all other cities, hated Troy. 
But had we not beheld our town deſtroy'd, 
Our empire ruin'd, and our children lain, 
Obſcurely had we paſs'd our days—no muſe, 
In tragic ſtrains, related our ſad fate, 
And to remoteſt ages wide diffus'd 
Our never-dying fame [but now depart, 
And raiſe a tomb for my poor child—the crown 
Of flowers already is prepar'd to grace his head, 
An offering due—tfor little it avails | 
The filent dead, that oſtentatious pomp 
Of funerals, and the coſtly ornaments 
Which on the grave are oft beſtow'd, to gratify 
The paſſion of the living, not the dead. 


CHORUS. 
Alas! alas! poor child! thy wretched mother, 
Who once the fondeſt hopes indulg'd, 
That you, like Hector, might one day appear, 
Great and illuſtrious in thy birth, 
Thy country's ornament and glory 


OW 


By an untimely death, expire! 
H E C UBB A. 

What do I there behold ?—the flames aſpiring 
Invade the ſummit of the towers 
Which yet remain in Troy - the hoſtile Greeks 
Range the deſerted ſtreets, and high in air 
The blazing torches wave—oh, my poor country ! 
What miſery art thou doom'd to ſuffer ! 


SCENE II. 
Enter TALTHYBI1VUW % 
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Ye leaders of the cohorts, that are deſtin'd 
To fire this Phrygian city, let your hands 
No more bear uſeleſs torches, but diffuſe 


The flames thro' every quarter of the town, 


And raze the city from its deep toundation ! 

With joyful hearts we then ſhall leave theſe ſhores, 
And ſail for Greece—unhappy captives ! 

Daughters of Ilion ! to my words attend: 

Soon as the chiefs have given command to found 
The trumpet, and the air is fill'd 

With martial muſic, then direct your ſteps 

To yonder fleet, and inſtantly embark : _ 

Thou Trojan, Hecuba, of all thy ſex 

The moſt unhappy ! muſt with me depart ; 


For ſee, Ulyſſes' ſervants now approach 


To lead thee to thy deſtin'd lord. 


X HECUB A 
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How chang'd the ſcene !—ſhe now, alas! beholds thee, 
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CHORUS. 
What doſt thou ſay, oh moſt unhappy queen ? 


HECUB A 

Not one of all the powers which rule in heaven, 
Looks with an eye of pity on my woes. | 
In vain their altars daily ſtream'd with blood 
Of victims ſacrific'd !—the gods averſe, 
Above all other cities, hated Troy. 
But had we not beheld our town deſtroy'd, 
Our empire ruin'd, and our children ſlain, 
Obſcurely had we paſs'd our days—no mule, 
In tragic ſtrains, related our ſad fate, 
And to remoteſt ages wide diffus'd 
Our never-dying fame [but now depart, 
And raiſe a tomb for my poor child—the crown 
Of flowers already is prepar'd to grace his head, 
An offering due—for little it avails 
The filent dead, that oftentatious pomp 
Of funerals, and the coſtly ornaments _ 
Which on the grave are oft beſtow'd, to gratify 
The paſhon of the living, not the dead. 


CHORUS. 


Alas! alas! poor child! thy wretched mother, 
Who once the fondeſt hopes indulg'd, 
That you, like Hector, might one day appear, 
Great and illuſtrious in thy birth, 
Thy country's ornament and glory— 


How 
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How chang'd the ſcene !—ſhe now, alas! beholds thee, 
By an untimely death, expire ! 


H E C U B A. 
What do I there behold ?—the flames aſpiring 
Invade the ſummit of the towers 
Which yet remain in Troy—the hoſtile Greeks 
Range the deſerted ſtreets, and high in air 
The blazing torches wave—oh, my poor country ! 
What miſery art thou doom'd to ſuffer ! 


e 
Enter TATLTuVYBEI uv 8. 


AIT U Tun. 
Ve leaders of the cohorts, that are deſtin'd 
To fire this Phrygian city, let your hands 
No more bear uſeleſs torches, but diffuſe 
The flames thro' every quarter of the town, 
And raze the city from its deep foundation! 
With joyful hearts we then ſhall leave theſe ſhores, 
And fail for Greece—unhappy captives ! 
Daughters of Ilion ! to my words attend: 
Soon as the chiefs have given command to found 
The trumpet, and the air is fill'd 
With martial muſic, then direct your ſteps 
To yonder fleet, and inſtantly embark : 
Thou Trojan, Hecuba, of all thy ſex 
The moſt unhappy ! muſt with me depart ; 
For fee, Ulyſſes“ ſervants now approach 
To lead thee to thy deſtin'd lord. 


> 4 HECUB A 
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HEC UBA. 

Me miſerable I this the laſt 
Of all my woes the bittereſt ſtroke of fortune — 
The ſad completion of a life of ſorrows — 
I leave my native country, and behold 
The flames encompaſs Ilion's laſt remains 

With feeble ſtep I walk to take 

My laſt farewell of thy dear ruins ! 
How 1s thy glory vaniih'd !—where, where now 
Is thy once boaſted ſplendor, and thy race 
Of kings illuſtrious ?—To the devouring flames 
Thyſelf a prey—thy wretched people captive 
Oh ye juſt gods !—but why implore the gods, 
To my repeated invocations deat ? 
"Tis done I'll plunge into the thickeſt flames, 
And bravely periſh ; for 'tis great and glorious 
To fall amid the ruins of my country! 


TALTHYB31U-S 
Thy reaſon is impair'd, unhappy queen 
By thy misfortunes-—but her frantic ſteps 
Reſtrain, for me it now behoves 
To lead her to her deſtin'd lord, Ulyſſes. 
u Ec Un A. 
Unhappy me! 
Sat urnian Jove, of Priam's race 
The great progenitor! look down 
From thac exalted height, where thou enthron'd _ 
Surveyeſt all things ! and behold 
Our ſorrows, and the vile indignitics 
Inflicted on thy children! 


CHORUS. 
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He views it !—our moſt glorious city 
Is periſh'd ! - now no more a city !— 
Troy is no more! 


HECUB A 

Proud Ilion blazes, and the gilded roots 
Of palaces and temples of the gods 
To the dire conflagration yield ! 


CHORUS 
As ſmoak diſpers'd before the driving wind, 
Proud Ilion falls beneath the ſword of Greece! 
Our lofty palaces conſum'd with fire ! 
Our temples by our cruel foes deſtroy'd ! 


n K e n A 
Oh my dear country !—of my numerous children 
The lov'd abode ! 


CHORUS 
Alas ! 


H EC UB As | 
My children hear, and own your mother's voice ! 


CHORUS. 


In mournful accents on the dead thou call't— 
Thy feeble limbs dejected on the ground — 
With duſt thy royal face disfigur'd— 

Near thee I place myſelf on bended knee, 

And in the ſame ſad ſtrains invoke 

The filent ſhades of our departed huſbands, 
HK E e UB & 

Our miſery is compleat ! 


1 | CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 
Oh grief on grief! 
| HECUB A 
We go, unhappy ſlaves ! 


CHORUS. 


Far from our country. 


UE CUBA. 
Oh Priam! Priam ! thou art dead! 
And tho' thy royal body was inſulted, 
Thy funeral unattended by thy friends, 
Vet thou art ignorant of my miſery, 
And therefore happy! for thy eyes are clos'd 
In death's eternal fleep ! 
Ye temples of the gads, and thou dear city, 
Once more farewell ! 


CHORUS. 


Reſtrain the torches wide deſtroying flame, 
And ceaſe to ſhake the quivering ſpear, 
Leſt to your native ſoil 
Inglorious you return. 


The duſt of ruin'd Ilion, by the winds 


Watted like ſmoke, and in the expanded air 
Diſpers'd and loſt, will leave no trace 

Of where the city ſtood unknown the name 
To future ages; and your boaſted conqueſts 
Will ſink into oblivion. Alas! 

Unhappy Ilion is no more! 


HE CVD 


As 
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HECUB A 
Now hear the dreadful ſound 
Of Troy's proud turrets ſinking —in one ſhock, 
Horrid and loud, the ancient city falls! 
Ye trembling feeble limbs, decay'd with age, 
Bear me, oh ! bear me, while with painful ſteps 
I move ! 


TALTHY31U 5s 
To where ſad ſervitude awaits you, 
Unhappy city! tho' a Greek, I feel 
For thy misfortunes !— To the Grecian fleet 
We now muſt haſte. 


X 3 NOTES 


C 210: © 


NOTES on the TROADES. 


HE deſtruction of Troy, to which we are in- 

debted for the two fineſt poems in the world, 
was an object too intereſting not to engage the atten- 
tion of Euripides, On this ſuþject he has formed twa 
of his tragedies, the Hecuba and Troades; in both, 
the miſeries of a captive people, and the particular 
diſtreſs of Hecuba, are deſcribed in the moſt lively ard 
affecting manner. Seneca has likewiſe wrote a tragedy 
on the ſame ſubject ; but, like his other tragedies, full 
of unnatural thoughts and puerile conceits. In this 
play of Euripides, the choral ſongs are remarkably 
tender and pathetic, the ſentiments natural and juſt, the 
incidents well choſen, and cannat fail of affecting the 
feeling heart, 9 


ACT 4 


SCENE I. 


This ſpeech of Neptune, in the nature of a prolague, 
is not only beautiful in itſelf, but the introduction of 
Neptune on this occaſion, is very great and noble, 

| Wa 
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We behold the god lamenting the fate of that unhappy 
city reduced to aſhes, the deſtruction of the walls built 
by his own hands, the death of Priam and his ſons ; 
all theſe circumſtances tend to raiſe the mind, and pre- 
pare it for the tragical events which follow. 


SCENE IL 


In this ſcene Minerva defires Neptune to aſſiſt her 
in puniſhing the Greeks, who had offended her by vi- 
olating her ſanctuary. This anticipated puniſhment of 
the Greeks, as father Brumoy obſerves, though it does 
not ſeem to be immediately connected with the other 
parts of the play, is more artificial than at firſt ſight 
it appears; it ſtrongly intereſts the ſpectator 1 in favour 
of the unhappy Trojans; and pleaſes him with the 


hope, that the authors of ſuch accumulated miſery 


will one day meet with their due reward. 


SCENE III. 
Hecuba appears in this ſcene attended by a train of 
Trojan captives. The dialogue between Hecuba and 
her unhappy companions, abounds with natural and 
affecting images of diſtreſs. 
Troy is no more 
No more our ancient dignity remains, &c. 


Virgil has imitated, or rather tranſlated, this paſſage 


in the ſecond book of his Eneid: 


fuimus Troes; fuit Ilium & ingens 
Gloria Teucrorum. 
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And as the bird laments her raviſh'd young. 
Probably Virgil had his eye on this paſſage, in that 
admired ſimile in the fourth Georgick ; 

Qualis populea mærens Philomela ſub umbri 

Amiſſos queritur foetus, quos durus Arator 

Obſervans nido implumes detraxit ; at illa 

Flet noctem, ramoque ſedens miſerabile carmen, &c. 
This ſame ſimile, with a little variation, occurs in ſe— 
veral parts of Euripides, particularly in the Pheœniſſæ, 
where it is almoſt equal to Virgil's. | 


| „ 

Every word, as Brumoy obſerves, which Talthybius 
ſpeaks, is to Hecuba like a clap of thunder. He in- 
forms her firſt of the fate of Caſſandra, who is deſtin'd 
to be the wife of Agamemnon; deceives her with re— 
gard to Polyxcna, who was facrifie'd at Achilles' tomb; 
tells her that Andromache is ſlave to Pyrrhus, the ſon 


of Achilles; and at laſt, as the completion of her for- 


rows, that for herſelf, ſhe muſt ſerve Ulyſles, a perſon, 
of all others, the moſt obnoxious to the Trojans. 
Tragical as this ſcene is, it is exceeded by that which 
foilows. Caſſandra enters, bearing a torch, with the 
air of a frantic propheteſs. Her ſpeech, which is a 
kind of Epithalamium on her intended nuptials, has a 
wildneſs and horror which ſtrongly mark the character 
of that unfortunate princeſs. 


Evoe, 
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Evoe, evoe, now rejoice, &c. 

The Greek exclamation Evoe, according to Bochart, 
has an alluſion to Eve, the mother of mankind. The 
celebrated Mr. Bryant, in his Analyſis of Heathen My. 
thology, ſays it relates to the ſerpent which tempted 
Eve. I pretend not to determine which of theſe opi- 
nions 1s the moſt judicious.—Caſlandra, filled with the 
prophetic ſpirit, predicts the misfortunes of the Greeks, 
particularly of Agamemnon and Ulyſles, in a ſtrain 
truly ſublime; and conſoles Hecuba by a compariſon 
of the miſeries of the Greeks with the diſtreſs of the 
Trojans. Her addreſs to the ornaments of her pricſt- 
hood is wonderfully great and noble, 


Ye ſacred crowns and myſtic ornaments, &c. 
Which is, I think, ſcarce inferior to that admir'd paſ- 
ſage in Othello: 
Farewell the tranquil mind! farewell content! 
Farewell the plumed troops and the big war 
That makes ambition virtue !—Oh farewell ! 


Thy ſpirit I invoke, my royal father ! 

And my fad brothers ſhades, now wandering 

In the dark manſions of the filent dead ! 
This invocation of her father and brother, gives an air 
of ſolemnity to her words, which add conſiderably to 
the diſtreſs and horror of the ſcene. „ 

Why this officious care to raiſe me ? 
ihis ſpeech of Hecuba, in which ſhe recapitulates her 
numerous misfortunes, cannot fail of ſenſibly affecting 
# ind accuſtomed to behold the ſtrange viciſhrudes of 
human 
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human life. I cannot conclude this act without ob- 
ſerving, that Aſchylus, in his Agamemnon, has de- 
ſcribed the prophetic madneſs of Caſſandra in that bold 
and animated ſtile which ſo ſtrongly characterize the 
works of that great poet; which is imitated, or rather 
tranſlated, by Mr. Thomſon, in his tragedy of Aga- 
memnon ; a play written with claſſical elegance, and 
abounding with many fine ſentiments and noble de- 
ſcriptions. 
Aonian maids in tragic lays— 

This ſong of the chorus is highly poetical; Virgil 
certainly had his eye upon it, in his deſcription of the 
introduction of the Trojan horſe. 


From labours ceaſe, 
Artificers, and all your aids employ 
To bear this image to Minerva's fane, &c. &c. 


Unmarry'd maids and boys, 

With feeble age the lofty ſteed ſurround, 
And in meaſur'd dance and ſong, 
The happy hours prolong, 

Their heads with flow'ry chaplets crown'd. 


Accingunt omnes operi: pedibuſque rotarum 
Subjiciunt lapſus, & ſtupea vincula collo 
Intendunt : ſcandit fatalis machina muros, 

Feta armis : pueri circum innupteque puellæ 
Sacra canunt, funemque manu contingere gaudent. 


Virgil 2. Aneid. 
I The 
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The tender infant to his mother's breaſt 
Clings cloſe, or ſupplicating ſtands, 
Seizing her garments with his little hands. 
This image of diſtreſs is very natural and affecting. 


ACT m. 


SCENE I. 

This ſcene muſt have had a very fine effect in repre- 
ſentation. Andromache appears on the ſtage in a 
chariot, bearing in her arms her infant ſon Aſtyanax, 
The interview between the mother and daughter 
abounds with ſuch ſtrokes of nature as can never be 
too much admired. 


HA CUB: As 


I mourn for my 


ANDROMACHE. 
Misforrunes ! 


Theſe broken ſentences are ſtrongly expreſſive of diſ- 
treſs, The mind, when labouring under any very 
great affliction, cannot, at firſt, give way to its grief 
in complaints, but generally utters in the attempt 
broken and incoherent expreſſions, 


Dead is Polyxena, thy much-lov'd daughter ! 
This news is a dreadful ſtroke to Hecuba ; who, from 
the dark expreſſions of Talthybius, had flattered her- 
jelf with the hopes that her daughter yet liv'd. 
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Let me afford thee this ſmall conſolation. 
This ſpeech of Andromache gives us a very exalted 
idea of the virtues of that unfortunate princeſs. We 
behold in her an affectionate wife, a tender mothet, 
and every quality that can adorn the female ſex, or 
even dignify human nature. Homer gives her the 
ſame great and amiable character. I hope the reader 
will pardon me if, in this place, I endeavour to vindi- 
cate Euripides from a charge brought againſt him by 
ſeveral modern critics, of being a profeſſed enemy to 
the fair ſex. Candour obliges me to acknowledpe, 
that there are ſeveral expreſſions in his works which 
may be conſidered by the ladies as rather ſevere ; but, 
on the other hand, I know no ancient author who af- 
fords us ſo many fine examples of female virtue. 
Hecuba, Andromache, Iphigenia, Antigone, Polyxena, 
and above all Alceſtis, are characters which we ſhould 
find it difficult to equal even in our preſent refined and 
enlightened age, Electra, though her character in 
ſome inſtances may appear rather ſavage, is a woman 
of a great and exalted mind, and a virtuous, though 
haughty, ſpirit. Medea, Phedra, and ſome other of 
his female characters, are, no doubt, vicious; but as all 


his plays are copied from human life, a variety of 


characters muſt be introduced, or the picture would be 
imperfect, 

True, ſhe is dead ; but happier is her fate 

Than that of her ſurvivor, &c. &c. 
Virgil has imitated this paſſage in his third Eneid. 
Oh felix una ante alias Priameia virgo, 


Hoſtilem 


NOTES on the TROADES, 317 


Hoſtilem ad tumulum Trojæ ſub mcoenibus altis 
Juſla mori, que ſortitus non pertulit ullos 
Nec victoris heri tetigit captiva cubile, 


SCENE IL 
Oh deareſt infant ! muſt I now behold thee— 

At this ſpeech of Andromache, Alexander, tyrant of 
Pheræ, was ſo much affected, that he burſt into tears: 
a ſtriking proof, among many others, of the great ſkill 
of Euripides in exciting the tender paſſions; indeed 
nothing can be conceived more truly tragical than this 
ſcene. Andromache, after ſurviving her huſband and 
her country, condemned to be a flave to Pyrrhus, to 
compleat her miſeries, beholds her ſon ſnatched from 
her arms, and led to inſtant death. I ſcarce know a 
paſſage, in any author, where the pathetic is carricd to 
a greater height. 


Like the young bird, 

Who flies for refuge to his mother's wings. 

I cannot but take notice of the ſtriking fimilitude be- 
tween this pafſage and that pathetic exclamation of 
our bleſſed Saviour in St. Matthew; 

Oh Jeruſalem, Jeruſalem, thou that killeſt the pro- 
phets, and ſtoneſt them, which are ſent unto thee, how 
often would I have gathered thy children together, 
even as a hen gathereth her chickens ynder her wings 
Kc, | | | 

In vain amid the bright abodes, &c, 

This Strophe and Antiſtrophe arc remarkably beauti- 
ful and ſublime. 
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ACT IV. 


HECUB A 
Oh thou great power ! whoſe wiſdom rules the 
earth, &c. &c. 
This invocation of the Deity is expreſſed in very ſub- 
lime terms; and, as Father Brumoy juſtly obſerves, is 
a proof that the ancients entertained great and noble, 
though confuſed ideas, of the Supreme Being. 
HELE N. 

Whate'er I ſhall advance in my defence, &c. 
This conteſt between Helen and Hecuba, which takes 
up the greateſt part of this aCt, 1s, I am afraid, better 
calculated for the meridian of Greece than England. 
We have every reaſon to imagine, that in the time of 
Euripides, it was very much admir'd, as there is ſome- 


thing fimilar to it in moſt of his plays. But it, from 


a difference of manners, we think a diſpute of this 
fort improperly introduced in a play, I will be bold 
to affirm, that the beauties of the poetry cannot fail 
of pleaſing in every age. 

Our ſhrines, where gums, &c, 
This ſong of the Chorus is deſervedly admir'd by 
Brumoy, as wondetfully tender and pathetic, | 


461 
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SCENE I. 

The opening of this act is admirably calculated to ex- 
cite the paſſions of terror and pity. Talthybius appears 
on the ſtage, bearing the dead body of Aſtyanax, which 
he preſents to Hecuba, to be interred; informing her at 
the ſame time, that Andromache is ſailed for Theflaly, 
and cannot attend the funeral of her fon. In order to 
form a juſt idea of the beauty of this, as well as many 
other paſlages in the Greek tragedies, we muſt conſider 
how much the antients attended to the rites of burial, in- 
ſtead of flying from the fight of death, as is the preſent 
faſhion, from an affectation of falſe delicacy ; the friends 
and relations of the deceaſed thought it an indiſpenſable 
duty to attend the funeral obſequies, and pay every 
poſhble honour to the remains of a perſon whom they 
loved while living ; henee the inſtitution of games at 
the funerals of their princes and great men; hence that 
fancied immortality which they gave to thoſe illuſtrious 
perſons who, by the invention of new arts, were conſi- 
dered as the friends and benefactors of mankind, 


Beſides the brazen ſhield 
Which his great father on his ſhoulder bore— 
This idea, as Father Brumoy obſerves, is: worthy of 
Euripides. The beſt comment upon it is the ſpeech of 
Hecuba, which immediately follows. A ſpeech that is 
addreſſed ſo particularly to the tender paſſions, that 
any criticiſm upon it will be needleſs. 


CH O- 
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CHORUS. 


Receive, great queen, theſe ſlender preſents ſav'd 
From Ilion's ruins. 

Euripides is very happy in the choice of circumſtances, 
which, though apparently trifling, have a wonderful 
effe& in exciting pity ; and he never gave a greater 
proof of his {kill than in the paſſage before us. The 
Trojan women, after ſecing their city burnt, their 
houſes plundered, themſelves and children reduced to 
a ſtate of ſlavery, yet retain their affection for their 
unhappy queen, and beſtow on the funeral of her 


grandſon the few ornaments they had ſaved from their 
flames. 


HE Cu BA. 

I'll waſh the clotted blood, and bind the wounds 

With ſofteſt bandage, &c. &c. 
The lamentations over the body of Aſtyanax are, in 
the true ſpirit of Euripides, addreſſed to the human 
heart. The latter part of this ſpeech I think very 
ſublime. This mournful ſcene is ſoon interrupted by 
the fight of flames, which appear on the towers and 
houſes which yet remain in Troy. Talthybius gives 
orders to the ſoldiers to lay walte every thing, and raze 
the city from its deep foundation. Although a Greek, 
he cannot help expreſſing ſome degree of concern fo 
the cruel fate of Hecuba and the other captives : that 
unfortunate queen is led by Talthybius to Ulyfles, with 
Which the play concludes, 


ORKES TES. 


— — 2. ae. no r . 


DRAMATIS PERSON A. 


ApO LILO. 

O REST ES. 
PY LAPDE Ss. 
TXINDAR us. 
MEN ELAus. 
MESSENGER. 
PuHRYGIAN. 
ELECTRA. 
HELEN. 
HERMIONE. 


CnoRvs compoſed of Argive Virgins, 
Electra, 


friends of 


_ I ” YO 


94 0 1 1. 


SCENE I 


ELECTRA appears in the Fore Part of the Stage—at ſome 
Diſtance OREsSTEs is ſeen repoſing on a Couch, 


ELECTR A 
S there a woe to which the human race 
Is not obnoxious? In the liſts of fame 
Who greater ſhone than noble Tantalus ? 
Sprung as he was from Heaven's immortal king ! 
Condemn'd in hell, with trembling eyes he views, 
Suſpended in the air, a maſſy rock, | 
Threat'ning to fall each moment on his head, 
And cruſh him with its weight—and this he ſuffers, 
Tho' once the gods were preſent at his feaſt, 
For that the worſt of ills a tongue licentious; 
From him ſprung Pelops, and from Pelops Atreus, 
| Y 2 A 
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A prince unhappy—tfor the fates decreed 

The goddeſſes who ſpin the thread of life, 
That diſcord ſhould pollute the royal houſe, 
And with Thyeſtes wage an imptous war! 
Their dire misfortunes why ſhould I relate ? 

In filence will I paſs the horrid banquet; 

At which the ſun withdrew his ſplendid beams. 
From Atreus, and a Cretan mother born, 
Great Agamemnon role, a king renown'd, 
Above the ſons of men, and Menelaus; 


Who, hapleſs prince, with heaven averſe, eſpous'd 
The much-fam'd Helen, while his greater brother 


Receiv'd fair Clytemneſtra to his bed: 

Three virgin daughters from this union came, 
Chry ſothemis, and beauteous Iphigenia, 

And I the poor Electra, with one ſon, 
The brave Oreſtes: but my wicked mother, 
With rage unnatural arm'd, her huſband flew ! 
Wrapt in his robes. mextricable folds. 

The motives that impell'd her to this deed 
Should not be utter'd by a virgin's lips — 

Or why ſhould I arraign immortal Phoebus, 
By whoſe perſuaſions fir'd, Oreſtes flew 

His mother, to whole tender care he ow'd 
The light of day—an action great and horrid, 
Which many have condemn'd—but he obey'd 
In this, the will of heaven—for me, alas ! 

Far as a woman could, I bore a part 

In this unhappy murder, with his friend, 

His faithful Pylades !——-But, poor Oreſtes, 
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Upon his couch reclin'd, now pincs away, 

A prey to deep remorſe and black deſpair ! 

His mother's blood now agitates his ſoul 

With madneſs—for I dare not name 

The goddefles ill omen'd, who torment, 

With dreadful viſions, his diſtracted mind. 

Now fince his mother's death fix days are paſt, 

In atl which time from food he has abſtain'd, 
Nor bath'd his body in the cryſtal ſtream. 
Sometimes he riſes from his bed, and raves 
Indignant, raging like the untam'd ſtecd ! 

But ſoon, his ſenſe recovering, from his eyes 

The tears diſtill, and bathe his pallid cheeks, 
While, with repentant ſighs, he mourns his crime: 
And 'tis decreed, not one of all the Argives 

Muſt in his houſe receive us, or converſe 

With perſons ſtain'd with guilt of matricide— 
And this the day in which the judges fit 
To paſs the ſentence, and to fix our fate : 

Perhaps o'erwhelm'd with ſhowers of ſtones we die, 
Or pour our ſouls before the recking ſword ! 

But yet ſome ſlender hopes of life remain: 

For Menelaus from the ſhores of Troy, 

After long wanderings on the ſtormy ſeas, 

Has reach'd, with ſounding oars, the Nauplian port, 
And we this day expect him in our city: 

His conſort, Helen, in the gloom of night, 

He ſent before him ; for he juſtly fear'd 

The indignation of the Greeks, whoſe ſons 

Had fell fad victims to her fatal charms, 
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Within the palace walls ſhe now laments 
The dire misfortunes of the royal houſe. 
But ſhe enjoys this pleaſing conſolation : 

Her virgin daughter, fair Hermione, 
Whom Menelaus left when firſt he ſail'd, 
And to my mother's care conſign'd, yet lives, 
And ſhines diſtinguiſh'd by ſuperior charms ! 
At fight of her ſhe ſhould forget her woe ; 
But now on every fide I turn my eyes 

In anxious expectation of beholding 

Great Menelaus, for on him alone 

Our hopes are fix'd - unhappy is our ſtate, 
Since no kind friend will aid us with advice. 


56 CENTS Ik 
E LE C TRA, HELEN. 


— th A 

Electra, daughter of the great Atrides ! 
Illuſtrious virgin! how could'ſt thou pollute, 
With thy unhappy brother, poor Oreſtes, 
Thy bands unnatural in thy mother's blood— 
I ſpeak not with intention to upbraid you ; 
Phoebus alone is author of the crime— 
But let me mourn poor Clytemneſtra's fate, 
My dear unhappy fiſter !—when I ſail'd 
For Phrygia's fatal ſhores, by adverſe gods 
Conducted o'er the ſea with flattering gales, 
Thou didſt not come to take thy laſt farewell: 
Wich tears I ever ſhall lament thy death. 


I e 
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4 1 1 A. 

What ſhall I ſay in anſwer to thy queſtion ? 
Helen, behold, and ſee the wretched ſtate 
Of Agamemnon's royal ſon—for me, 

With tender care I watch my deareſt brother, 
Who now, oppreſt with anguiſh and remorſe, 
Can ſcarce be ſaid to breath the vital air. 

All day and night I fit, nor ſuffer ſleep 

My weary eyes to cloſe; nor do I think 

This labour hard. But thou art happy, Helen ; 
Thou and thy huſband ; and, alas! you come 
To the moſt wretched of the human race! 


| HEL E V. 
How long has he reclin'd upon this couch? 


ELECTRA 
Since with his ſword he ſhed his mother's blood. 


XX . 
Unhappy, both the mother and the ſon! 


e 
Our woes are ſuch as fink us to deſpair. 


H Ek I. E N. 
By all the gods, oh grant me one ſmall favour ? 


SL {CTR A 
Alas ! I cannot leave my deareſt brother. 


H Ek l. E N. 
Go to my ſiſter's tomb; *tis all I aſk. 
PLE C TRA. 


What ? to my mother's ? tell me for what purpoſe ? 
Y 4 n 
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H E L E x. 
To ſtrew my hair an offering to the dead. 
E LE O TA. 


Theſe preſents, Helen, thou ſhould'ſt bear thyſelf, 


H E L E N. 
Alas! I dare not; for I dread the people. 


E LE CT RA. 


Juſt are thy fears, polluted with ſuch crimes. 


H E L E N, 
What ſhall I anſwer to thy words ſevere ? 


E L EC TARA. 
Whom doſt thou fear ſo much of Argive race ? 


H E IL. E R. 
Thoſe men I dread whoſe ſons at Ilion fell. 


u „ TK A. 
This will proclaim it thro” the realms of Argos. 
H E L E N. | 
Diſmiſs thy fears, and do me this kind office, 
L153 07.2.4, 
I cannot yet behold my mother's tomb. 


HE LEN, 
A ſervant muſt not bear theſe precious offerings, 


E L E CT RA. 


Thy daughter ſend, the fair Hermione. 


| H E I. E N. 
A tender virgin to a place ſo public? 


ELECTRA 


E L E C TRA. 
In ſuch a caſe it will be overlook'd. 


© DP 5 To 

Well haſt thou ſpoke.—Oh princeſs, thy advice 
Shall inſtantly be follow'd ; and I'll ſend 
My virgin daughter — now, Hermione, 
The palace leave, and bearing in thy hands 
Theſe offerings, and theſe mournful treſſes, cropt 
From thy fond mother's head, preſent 
To Clytemneſtra's ſhade, and pour | 
The due libation, milk and generous wine, 
And the ſweet tribute of the vernal bee, 
And ſtanding at her tomb, addreſs her thus : 
Theſe offerings, Helen ſends, thy much-lov'd ſiſter 
To thee, now wand'ring in the ſhades below ; 
Fearing the people's rage, ſhe dares not come 
O'er thy pale urn to ſhed a generous tear. 
With ardent prayers invoke her, that ſhe ſmile 
Propitious on my huſband, on myſelf, 
On thee my daughter, on the wretched offspring 
Of Agamemnon, by immortal Phoebus 
Involv'd in ſuch inextricable evils, 
To her departed ſhade will I perform 
All that a ſiſter can—to Hell's dire gods 
Due honours pay—then haſte, my deareſt daughter, 
To Clytemneſtra's tomb; theſe preſents bear, 
And quickly to thy mother's arms return. [ Exit Helen, 


rer 2 E ad bs 
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E L E er R A. 
Oh, how pernicious is the power of beauty 
To thoſe that uſe it ill, altho' a bleſſing 


0 
4 
- 
4 
E 


With 


wort pd Thane,” — ——— - eng r = j 2p * 


330 ORESTES. 


With wiſdom and with virtue when united. 
Behold this princeſs, with what care ſhe cut 

Her treſſes, that ſhe might not loſe one charm 

Of that bewitching form ; with what an air 

Of dignity ſhe moves, ahd yet retains 

The pride and beauty of her youthful ycars. 
Deteſted Helen ! may the gods repay, 

If juſtice is their care, thy numerous crimes ! 

For thee, the different ſtates of Greece deplore 
Their people flain—from thy unhappy love 

My brother and myſelf muſt date our ruin. 

Oh my dear brother !—burt I ſee approaching 

A train of Argive nymphs—my lov'd companions — 
Gently advance, my friends, leſt you diſturb 

The poor Oreſtes, now ſweet flumbers ſeal 

His weary eyes—if he awake, the fiends 

Infernal will torment him, and once more 

The tears my cheeks disfigure—now advance 
With gentle ſtep, my much-lov'd generous friends, 
And let no ſound your ſoft approach declare— 
How kind and how benevolent this friendſhip ! 

To my dejected ſoul how grateful ! but beware, 
Left you diſturb my brother while he ſleeps. 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 
Cnorvs, ELECTRA. 


CHORUS. 
Now lightly move, and gently touch the ground ; 
Let not the ſound of paſſing feet be heard. 


E LE CTX A. 
1 ar from the couch retire, 
Where my Oreſtes now enjoys repoſe. 


CHORYU $. 
Thee, royal virgin, we obey. 
nern . 
Sweet as the ſound 
Of the ſoft breathing pipe, compos'd of reeds 
From wat'ry fields collected, let your words, 
My dear companions, charm my liſtening ear, 


CHOR usS. 
Thee I addreſs in ſtrains as ſoft and ſweet 
As ever iſſued from the tuneful reed. 


ELECTR A. 

Well haſte thou ſpoke ; and now my friend advance 
With gentle ſtep, and filently approach 
Say for what cauſe you come, while poor Oreſtes, 
Upon his couch reclin'd, enjoys 
In ſleep a ſweet oblivion of his woes. 


CRORE UV. Þ 
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CHORU Ss. 
How is the prince ? inform me, royal virgin. 
ELECTR A, 
I cannot tell thee half his woes: 
Oppreſt with grief he draws a length of fighs ; 
And, iſſuing from the bottom of his breaſt, 


Loud groans are heard, 


| CHORU $. 
What doſt thou ſay, oh moſt unhappy princeſs ? 
E L Ee RA. 
If you diſturb him, he is loſt: 
Then ſpeak with gentle accent, leſt you ope 
His eyelids, which the. friendly hand of ſleep 
In ſweet forgetfulneſs has clos'd. 


CHORU 5. 
Oh thou, Oreſtes, whom the god advis'd 


To do this horrid act, —alas! poor virgin! 


The ſiſter of a moſt unhappy brother 

LES CTL A 

Unjuſt and cruel were thy words, 
When thou, immortal Phoebus, didſt command 
From Themis Tripod this unnatural deed— 
The murder of my mother! 


| c HO R uS. 
Obſerve thy brother; ſee, he moves his body! 


Lern A. | 
Thy ſpeech, alas! awakes him from his ſleep ! 


C HO R US. 
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CHORU $. 
Diſmiſs thy fears ; he now enjoys repoſe, 
ELECTR As 
From me you muſt not move, leſt the quick ſound 
Of your returning feet ſhould break 
His golden ſlumbers. 


CHORUS. 
Behold, he ſleeps. 


E L EC TRA. 
How grateful are thy words 
CHORU $. 
Oh venerable night ! 
Who giv'ſt to mortal man, oppreſs'd with toils, 
The bleſſings of repoſe ! — 
From the dark ſhades of Erebus aſcend, 
And ſpread thy aweful mantle o'er the houſe 
Of Agamemnon, for we fink beneath | 
Unutterable woes ! | ö 
1er | 
Speak not too loud. 


CHOR US. 


Thee I obey. 


ELECTR A. 

Let gentle accents from thy mouth proceed, 
And from the couch my deareſt friend retire ; 
Then may Oreſtes undiſturb'd enjoy 
The balmy ſweets of ſleep. 


CHORUS 
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e HORN UU. 
Where will theſe ſorrows of thy brother end? 


1 1 1 ern K 
In death: what elſe can I expect, 
Since he abſtains from every kind of food ? 


CHORU $. 
Perhaps ev'n now he breathes his laſt ! 


t . E CTR A. 
Immortal Phoebus ! 
Obedient to thy words Oreſtes ſhed 
His mother's blood; and now too dearly pays 
For that unhappy deed. 


c HO Ru SGS. 
Tho juſt the act, it cannot be applauded. 


ELECTRA. 
Oh thou, whoſe impious hand deſtroy'd thy huſband, 

And fell thyſelf in vengeance for the crime ! 

Oh cruel mother! thou whoſe breaſts ſuſtain'd me! 

Thy guilt, alas! in one fad fate involves 

The father, and the more unhappy children ; 

For we are periſh'd,-like the empty forms 


Which mingle with the ſhades of night, 


For thou art dead—while what remains 

Ot lite to me, will paſs 

In grief and ears, 

And midnight lamentation ! 

A wretched orphan ! without huſband, children, 
Or any of thoſe ties which ſweeten life— 

In grief and ſorrow ſhall I drag my days! 


CHOR US. 
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CHOR us. 
Approach, oh royal virgin ! and behold 
Your haplefs brother! for perhaps his eyes 
Are clos'd in death's eternal ſhade, 

While you imagine that he only ſleeps ! 


SCENE IV. 
ELECTRA, CHoORUus —ORESTES ing from the Couch, 


o REST ES. 

Oh gentle ſleep! whoſe balmy gifts can charm 
The ſenſe of pain ! how grateful doſt thou come 
To weigh my eyelids down !—Oh ſweet oblivion 
Of all the woes of life ! goddeſs divine ! 

By thoſe who taſte misfortune's bitter cup, 
How much art thou ador'd [but by what means 
Could I come hither ? for, alas! I know not ;— 
Depriv'd of every power of recollection 
By this unhappy phrenzy ! 

R LECTRA 

Oh deareſt brother ! how did I rejoice 
To ſee thy eyclids clos'd in peaceful ſlumbers 


Permit me now to ſpread theſe robes, and raile 
Thy body from the couch. 


ORESTE $ 
Touch me with gentle hand, and from my mouth 
Wipe off the milky foam, and clear my eye; 
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From the thick film which ſhades their languid orbs. 


| ELECTR A 
Delightful office with a ſiſter's fondneſs 
Will I watch o'er thee, while my gentle hand 
Shall every pang aſſuage. 


O R ES T E 8. | 
Colle& my ſcatter'd hair, which o'er my face 


Diſhevel'd hangs, and ſhades my ſwimming eyes. 


ELECTR As. 

Oh miſerable form !—with matted locks 
Horrid and wild—how many days are paſt 
Since in the limpid ſtream you bath'd your limbs ! 

o REST ES. 

Again recline me on the friendly couch: 

For when this madneſs leaves me, all my frame 
Is weak and languid. 


E L EC TRA. 
Grateful is the couch 
To thoſe who pine with ſickneſs, or with care :;— 
A uſeful but a melancholy place. 


ORESTE S. 
Aſſiſt to raiſe my body from the couch. 


C HO RUS. 
Exceſs of pain will make the ſoul impatient. 


e 
Attempt to walk, my brorher, and to move 
Thy languid limbs; for change of place is grateful. 


ORESTEHE 5% 


ORESTES 


| ORESTES 

Well haſt thou ſpoke ; and this could I effect, 
I ſtill ſhould fancy that I yet retain'd 
Some ſmall remains of reaſon. 


ELECTR A 
Hear me, my brother, 


While the dire Furies ſuffer thee to hear. 


ORESTE $ 

But what haſt thou to tell me ? 
If joyful news, with pleaſure I ſhall hear it; 
But if *tis bad, I know too much already. 


ELECTRA. 

Thy uncle, Menelaus, is arriv'd ; 

His ſhips are moor'd within the Nauplian port. 
| ORESTE S. 

What doſt thou ſay ?—1s he arriv'd ?—the light 
To guide us in our dark and gloomy way, 
Encompaſs'd as we are with every woe— 

My father's brother—and to him ally'd, 


Not more by blood, than friendſhip's ſacred tics. 


N e n 
He comes; and with him brings the fatal form 
Of Helen, reſcu'd from the Trojan flames. 


ORE ST EH 3 
Happier for him had he arriv'd alone, 
For in his wife he brings a raging peſt. 


E LR G TA A. 
The royal Tyndarus begat a race 
Of daughters, whoſe unheard-of crimes diſhonour 
2 


The 
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The female ſex, and Greece their native ſoil. 


o RES T2 8. 

But ah! how different art thou from the train 
Ot impious women! thou whoſe ſoul heroic 
Exalted glows with every noble virtue, 

Thc bleſt effects of which thy brother feels. 
| LN fn A. 
las! the flames flaſh dreadful from thy eyes, 
IM, deareſt brother !—ah ! how chang'd thy looks !— 
Thy phrenzy with redoubled force returns 
Alter this ſhort interval of reaſon. 
| 0 R K 1 r . 
Oh mother! arm not theſe infernal fiends, 
hefe cruel goddeſſes with ſnaky locks, 
ow they approach me, and the thundering ſound 


| their dire pimons fills my foul with horror ! 


1 


E Ur. 
Compoſe thytelf to reſt, unhappy youth; 
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For thou beholdeſt not thoſe dreaded forms 
Which thy diſtemper'd tancy paints, 
"DO EIT EH 

Oh great Apollo! theſe dread monſters flay me, 
Terrific gazing with their canine looks !— 
Dire goddeſſes of hell, and miniſters of vengeance ! 

N 

Thy fiſter in this hour will not deſert thee; 
But, with preventing hand, will hold thee down, 
Leſt thou with frantic ſtep deſert thy couch. 


DRI 


r 
— = > 3 


Fly, fly, ye fiends ! on founding pinions borne ! 


It grizves my ſoul that I ſhould be the cauſc, 
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o REST ES. 

Ceaſe to diſturb; for thou, alas! art one 
Of the tormenting Furies - now, now you ſeize me 
Claſp'd round the waiſt - with horrid noiſe you plunge 
Beneath the depths of Tartarus profound ! 


= LECT KA 
What can Electra do ?—where hope for ſuccour, 
Since every power immortal is her foc ? 


OR ES TE» 

Give me my bow, Apollo's ſacred gift; 
With which that god commanded me to ſtrike 
Theſe goddeſſes ill-omen'd, ſhould they come, 
With threat'ning looks to drive my foul to madneſs ! 


S LL 3 C17 0 Ad 
Say, canſt thou wound with mortal arms a goduets ! 


0 RET Ek 
Far from my eyes retire, ye fiends of night 
Do ye not hear and ſee the winged ſhaft 
Shot from the rwanging bow, with hiſſing ſound, 
Cleave the light air ?—ah ! why this long delay? 


Fly, and accuſe the oracles of Phœbus 
Ah! now my ſtrength decays—I fearce can breathe— 
How came I to deſert my couch? cſcap'd 

From this dire tempeſt, I bchold a calm 

Why doſt thou weep, Ulectra, and conceal 

Thy drooping face beneath thy robes pale ſhale ? 
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My dearcſt ſiſter, of ſuch woe to thee 

Why wilt thou take a part in theſe my ſorrows? 

Let me ſuſtain alone this load of guilt, 

And pine away a prey to mad deſpair— 

I ſhed my mother's blood, while thou alone 

Conſenting didſt approve that horrid deed— 

But thee I moſt condemn, immortal Phoebus, 

Who to this murder my too daring foul, _ 
With flattering words, encourag'd :—yet the god, 


Sr 12 - - 
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In this fad hour of deep diſtreſs, deſerts me. 
If my great father's venerable ſhade 
I had conſulted, whether I ſhould kill 
His traitreſs wife, my mother, that great hero 
Had ſtretch'd his ſuppliant hands, embrac'd my knees, 
And with kind words conjur'd me not to plunge 
In her unnatural breaſt the fatal ſteel— 
That act could not his forfeit life reſtore, 
But only fink me in this depth of woe. 
And now unveil thy face, my much-lov'd ſiſter, 
And ccaſe to ſhed theſe ineffectual rears : 
As we are wretched, it becomes us both, 
With gentle words, to ſoothe each other's woe. 
When this dire phrenzy ſeizes on my ſoul, 
And every ſenſe deſerts me, then, Electra, 
Aſſiſt with kind attention and ſupport 
My drooping ſpirits.— In the hour of ſickneſs, 
When thy dejected ſoul demands relief, 
I will be preſent, and with gentle art 
Aſſuage thy grief, and charm the ſenſe of pain, 
Performing all the offices of friendſhip — 

But 
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But now retire, unhappy virgin, and with ſleep 

Refreſh thy eyelids, weary'd out with long 

And painful watching; and exhauſted nature 

With necdful food repair; and in the ſtream, 

Which flows fweet murmurring, bathe thy beauteous 
limbs 

Dear is thy life to me—ſhould'ſt thou contract, 

By this thy fond affection, ſome acute 

Or dangerous ſickneſs, I am loſt indeed !— 

Deſerted as I am by all the world, 

On thee alone my penſive foul relies. 


| E LE C-T-R A. 

No, no, my brother, I will not deferc thec: 
We both will meet one common fate; or live, 
Or die together —ſhould I, alas! ſurvive thee, 
What could I do ?—a woman and an orphan ! 
Without a parent, brother, or a friend! — 

But yet I will comply with thy requeſt, 

And for a moment leave thee ; but ſhall foon 
Return—Do thou meanwhile repoſe thy limbs 
Upon this friendly couch, and diſſipate 

Thoſe dreadful images which fill with terror 
Thy fickly fancy, and compole to reſt 

Thy ſoul, long labouring with acuteſt pangs—- 
More to be dreaded is the mind's dilorder, 
Than any ſickneſs which afflicts the body. 


2 3 CHORUS. 
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312 ORESTES 


CHORUS. 


STE&KOPFHE. 
Dire goddefles of night! 
Dread miniſters of heaven's almighty king ! 
Horrid with ſnaky hair and flatt'ring wing! 
Not in bacchalian feaſts is your delight. 
But every eye is drown'd in tears, 
And every boſom beats with fears, 
When from the realms beneath, to upper day, 

The dire Eumenides ariſe, | 
And with ſwilt pinions cut the aerial way; 

Commanded by the ruler of the {kies 
1o puniſh with their ſcourge the murderer's head, 
And vengeance take for all the blood he ſhed :— 
You I addreſs in ſupplicating ſtrains, 

The royal ſon of Agamemnon ſpare; 

Pity that noble youth's diſtracting pains, 

Nor fiak his ſoul to madneſs and deſpair. 
What has he ſuffer'd, ſince by Phoebus ſway'd, 
His ſacred oracle the youth obey'd ; _ 

When the ſam'd prieſteſs, from the awful ſhrine, 
In myflic verſe expreſs'd the voice divine; 

Ar Delos, circled by the roaring tides, 

The center of the earth, and where the god reſides. 


ANT I- 
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AMER &ADvPHE 


Oh! thou immortal Jove! 
What dire diſaſters from this murder flow ! 
Diſtracting pains ! unutterable woe | 

Loud groans his bofom move! 

Repenting of his impious deed, 

In ſad ſucceſſion tears, on tears, ſucceed. 

Some evil genius o'cr his head appears, 
In vengeance for his mother's biood, 

Arm'd with her ſcourge her hiſſing ſnakes ſhe rears, 
And with her preſence ſtains this fair abode. 

Oreſtes, I lament thy haplcſs ſtare ! 

Poor youth! deſerving of a better fate 

But no ſtability does Fortune know; 
Unnumber'd ills the human race ſuſtain: 

Thus borne away, when gentle breezes blow, 
The ſwift-wing'd veſſel cuts the azure main, 

Till ſtorms ariſe, and in the roaring deep 

Some god indignant finks the well-bhuilt ſhip. 

Thus on a fea of dire misfortunes toſt, 

an's feeble race by various mcans are loit, 

What ſtrange viciſſitudes thy royal line, 

Oh Tantalus, has ſeen, tho' ſprung from race divine! 


But ſee, he comes, great Lacedæmon's lord! 
The royal Menelaus ! kim I kno x, 
By his ſuperior dignity of perſon, 
And his majeſtic walk, to be deicende!l 
„ From 
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344 ORESTES. 


From the imperial race of Tantalus! 


Thou, for whoſe cauſe a thouſand veſſels ſail'd 
For Aſia's diſtant realms, from me accept 


This greeting: for in joyful hour thou comeſt, 


Since thou alone canſt ſave the houſe of Atreus. 


ACT 


ORESTES®S 


AGT II. 


SCENE I. 


MEN E LA VVS. 


M EN ELA u SV. 
H ! glorious palace, I behold with joy, 
Mingled with grief, your long-forſaken walls, 
Now late returning from the Phrygian coaſt : 
For in the earth, encompaſs'd as it is 
With various woes, I never yet have heard 
Such dire misfortunes as afflict our houſe ! 
Great Agamemnon's fate too well I know, 
Who fell unhappy, murder'd by his wife ! 
For, rifing from the waves, immortal Glaucus ! 
The mighty ſeer ! by mariners ador'd, 
To me, alas! this fatal truth reveal'd : 
Oh Menelaus! he exclaim'd, thy brother 
Now lies expiring, and his manly breaſt 
Disfigur'd by diſhoneſt wounds ; within the Bath 
The dire aſſaſſins perpetrate the deed, 
And tinge the cryſtal ſtream with royal blood. 
Theſe words divine, when my attendants heard, 
Tears fell in copious ſtreams from every eye! 
And horror chill'd each ſoul !--But when I reach'd, 
Attended by my wife, the Nauplian port, 
And 
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And hop'd to find ſome reſpite to my woes, 

To view Oreſtes, and in theſe fond arms 

Embrace the great deſcendant of my brother— ; 
Once more behold fair Clytemneſtra's form, 
And ſee the royal houſe of Atreus flouriſh 
I heard, from one who fiſhes on the coaſt, 

Of this moſt cruel murder of the daughter 

Of royal Tyndarus !—but you, fair virgins, 

Direct me to the place where I may find 

The ſon of Agamemnon—he who dar'd, 

With impious hand, commit this horrid deed !— 

An infant, ſmiling in his mother's arms, 

I left him, when I ſtecr'd my courſe for Troy 1 
But length of time has from my mind eras'd 

The image of his perſon. 


SCENE: th 
MEN ELAUSs, ORESTES, CHORUS. 


0 n E STE $: 

I, I, am that Oreſtes whom thou ſeek'ſt: 
Detirous to diſcloſe my numerous woes, 1 
] come a ſuppliant, and embrace thy Knces, 
And oficr up to thee my ardent prayer: 


Oh fave me, Mcnclaus !—1in this hour 


Ot deep diſtreſs preferve the poor Orcſtcs ! 
MENELA U $. 
Ye powers divine ! what do my eyes behold ? 
A ſhave, a ſpectre, from the realms below! 


N 
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OV ST Es 
True are thy words; for tho' I view the light, 
Yet I am number'd with the filent dead ! 


MENELA U $. 
Horrid and wild thy looks with hair diſhevell'd! 
| OK ESTES. 
"Tis not my form, but deeds, afiright my foul ! 
MENELA U $. 
From their dry ſockets ſtart thy haggard eyes ! 
ORESTE 5s, 
My body periſh'l—all I now poſſeſs 
Is the poor comfort of an empty name! 
* E N E LA VU $ 
Dreadful thy looks I beyond conception dreadful ! 
ORESTES 
I, I am he who ſhed my mother's blood! 


ME N E L Aus. 
Oh! ſpeak it not - already I have heard it! 


o R ES T E 8. 
In various ways the perſecuting dæmons 
Diſtract my foul, and drive me to deſpair! 
M F N R L A Us. 
But what diſorder now afflicts thy mind? 


o R ES T Es. 
Conſcience reminds me of my wicked deed ! 
M E N E IL. Au S. 
What doſt thou ſay ?—dark and obſcure thy words! 
o REST Es. 


—— 


* 


— ——— — os 5 ws - = — 
— 3 ———— —v— ——— 2 —ͤ— —— — 
= a> 2 „ S : n 8 ow 2 


- — — „ — — — 
a — 7 _—_ » 


” 3 332 * boy 
8 — = Tt + - 
ms — 5 T 
PÞ. 5 K : 
4 1 = _ — 


« ww 3 


8 — 
2 * 3 
= © 


q 4 = * — 5 
K * 8 2 4 - - — - 
* — * * o TW -..cC - 7 = 2 
- 4 — ing . e 5 - 
* — — _ — „ — * 2 = q X 2 ® - * > IX : > T5 
x ; 14 LS 4 — * = _ * 4 — 9 = . 3 

* — „ r >» & G — 

- * — 2 * Y . — 3 52 — — —— * — - - r * = 

4 — ; 9> >. ————_ bv je 2 T — 1 * = Foy 7 
P * 2 * * df E 


2 92 
ki 


* 
* 


— — 
- * * 
As — — 
E — „ — 2 N - 2 
22 "OF; a l i. . 1 


e 
Lbs 


=D 
SES Wd - y 
r 


" Þ * 
˙ 
8k 
E.. 


348 O REST Es. 


ORESTE Ss. 
Grief and remorſe conſume away my ſoul ! 


M E N E L Aus. 
Thoſe powers, tho' cruel, yet may be appeas'd. 


o REST ES. 
The furies too revenge my mother's death 


M E NE IL Aus. 
But ſay, when firſt this fatal phrenzy ſeiz'd thee ? 
ORESTE $. 
That day in which my wretched mother's body 


Was plac'd beneath the monumental earth 


M E N E I. AU $. 
At thy own houſe, or ſeated near the tomb? 


9 n 1 r 3. 
In dead of night, and while I watch'd the urn! 


nnn. 

But who was preſent to confirm thy ſpirits? 
n 

My ppi who to this deed advis'd me! 


MENWRELAV 8: 
But what dire ſpectres did thy eyes behold ? 


o A ES T E S. 
Three female forms, black as the ſhades of night ! 
| M EN E L Aus. 
What thou relateſt far exceeds belief! 
KRA. 


A dreadful truth for me I- Oh ſpeak not lightly ! 


M I. NE L AU ZS. 
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M E N E L AU $. 
In vengeance of thy mother's death theſe fiends 
Torment thy ſoul! 
eee 
What horrid torments has my ſoul endur'd ! 
M E N E L Aus. 
Horrid indeed !—but cruel was the murder! 
8 1 r . 
Guiltleſs I am of that unnatural deed ! 


M E N E l. Aus. 
What doſt thou fay ? didſt thou not kill thy mother? 


ORESTE 8. 
In that I but obey'd the will of Phoebus. 
MENELAU $. 
Ignorant thou art of what belongs to juſtice. 
e 1 1 1 TR 
Whate'er the gods command, I muſt obey. 
M E N E I. Aus. 
acebus could never ſuch a crime approve. 
| ORE ATE . 
Such is the nature of the powers divine. 
M EN E IL Au s. 
But ſince thy mother's death, what time is paſs'd? 
'S r 
Six days: the funeral fires are ſcarce extinguiſh'd. 
MENEL AU $. 
How ſoon the fiends revenge thy mother's death ! 
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ORESTE $. 
Oh! ſpeak not on that ſubje&—you diſtreſs me 


M E N E L AU S$. 

What does the city ſay to this thy crime? 
ORESTE S. 

Such is their hate, that none to me will ſpeak. 

M E NE L Au S. 

But purify thyſelf before the laws. 


WW. #7 :S So 


What can I do?—from every houſe excluded 


t 


But who has dar'd to drive thee from his manſion? 


| 0.1 K4-T 5-6. 
Oiax, who quarrell'd with my fire at Troy. 


MENEL AUS. 
On thee revenging Palamedes' death 


ORE 1 1 E $. 
Of which I am innocent alas! I ſuffer 
From three diſtinct and ſeparate parties. 


M E N E L AU S. 
Which is the other, fam'd Ægyſthus' friends“ 
| ORE ST . 
With rage implacable they now purſue me! 
N R MI AU. 
Say, doſt thou yet retain the royal ſceptre? 


A 


How can that be ?—condemn'd to loſe my life — 


7 m R M EL A v 


ORESTES. 


ME N E I. Au $ 
What do the citizens intend ; to me explain ? 


o REST ES. 
This day will they determine on my fate—— 


M K N R ILA US. 
And puniſh thee with baniſhment or death 


o R 1 1 1 . 
Rather will they condemn me to be ſton'd ! 


MENELA:U.$ 
Fly to the utmoſt limits of the earth! 


O nr. 
Lncompaſs'd as I am with brazen arms ! 


M R NEIL AusSGW. 
By toes, or by the citizens of Argos? 


OR ESTER 9. 
By all the citizens, who ſeck my life! 


Ma E N E l. AS. 
Unhappy youth !—how crucl is thy fate! 


0K. ST 33 
To thee I fly for refuge from my woes— 
As thou art happy, with indulgent eye 
>-hold thy friends misfortunes—bear a part 
In their afflictions be to me a father! 
To me, the offspring of thy royal brother! 
For in the hour of ſickneſs and diſtreſs, 
Friendſhip appears with moſt diſtinguiſh'd luſtre ! 


CH OR 
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Be OO 


To her departed ſhade the due libations, 


ORESTES. 


352 


CHOR U 5s. 
But ſee, with ſlow and trembling ſtep advancing, 
The Spartan Tyndarus, in ſable veſt 
Array'd ; his hoary treſſes thorn ; 
With ſtreaming eyes he mourns his daughter's death 


o REST ES. 
I periſh, Menelaus !—he approaches; 
The royal Tyndarus !—a ſight like this 
My eyes cannot ſuſtain !—to him, alas ! 
How much I owe !—ah ! with what kind affection, 
While little, did he take me in his arms, 
And pour ſweet kiſſes on my infant lips! 
No leſs attentive was his conſort Leda ;— 
Honour'd by them like Jove's illuſtrious ſon ! 
Oh hard and cruel heart !—what a return 
For all theſe favours I have made ! - where ſhall I hide 
My guilty head !—with what deep darkneſs ſhroud 
My face—what clouds before me ſpread, 
To ſhade me from the penetrating eye 
Of him, my benefactor, and my friend? 


SCENE II. 


TVINDARUSsS, MEN ELAUuSs, OR ES TES. 


TYNDARU SS 

Where ſhall I find the huſband of my daughter, 
The much-fam'd Menelaus ?—at the tomb | 
Ot hapleſs Clylemneſtra, while I pour'd 


ORESTES, 353 
By chance I heard, that in the Nauplian port 
Arriving, after many years of toil 
And painful wand'rings, toſt from ſea to ſea, 
He comes, attended by his conſort Helen! 
Ah! how I wiſh to ſee him, and preſent, 


After ſo long an abſence, this my hand, 
The pledge of friendſhip and of love fincere ! 


. HG 
Bleſſings attend thee, beauteous Leda's ſpouſe, 
A conſort worthy of immortal Jove ! 


TYNDARYU $9 

To thee, oh Menelaus, life and health ! 
My ſon and friend, how hard it is, that heaven 
Conceals futurity from mortal view— 
But ah ! that parricide ! that murderer ! 
That dreadful ſerpent ! from his haggard eyes 
Darts his empoiſon'd and malignant flames ! 
How could'ſt thou, Menelaus, ſpeak to one, 
Like him polluted with the guilt of murder ? 


M E N E L Aus. 
What, not converſe with him my brother's ſon ? 


55.20 TR: D4:2 0-4, 
Could ſuch a man from Agamemnon ſpring ? 


M E N E I. A us. 
His friends ſhould try to cure him of his phrenzy. 


＋ Tn DAR U. 
With ſavage nations thou haſt long convers'd, 
And learn'd the manners of a wild barbarian. 


Aa MENELAusS. 


| | 
| 
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M EN E L AUS. 
The poliſh'd Greek regards his near relation. 
r ns | 
But owns himſelf obcdient to the laws. 


u R N R L A U. 
The will of fate what mortal can refiſt 5 


r uDALYS 
Not fate itſelf can juſtify ſuch crimes. 


MENEL AU $. 
Anger and age obſcure thy boaſted wiſdom. 


TYNDARUS 
Not to that murderer will I deign to ſpeak ; 

But ſince you tax my wiſdom and my juſtice, 
Let me my ſecret ſentiments diſcloſe : 

Virtue and vice are fix'd, and all mankind, 
In ſome degree, diſtinguiſh right from wrong. 
How vain and foolith to deſpiſe the laws 
Made for the common good, and to the voice 
Of all the ſtates of Grecce refuſe obedience ; 
When Agamemnon periſh'd by the hand 

Of my unhappy daughter, and his head 
The fatal blow receiv'd that horrid act 

I from my heart deteſted, nor will I pretend 
To vindicate his wite : but it became 
Oreſtes to ſeek refuge in the laws, 

To drive his mother from the royal houſe, 
And lead her to the judges of the people. 


Had he done this, then every tongue had prais'd him, 


As one who in his deep diſtreſs had ſhewn 


. 
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ORESTES. 


A due regard to modeſty and virtue : 

But now in wickedneſs he emulates 

His wretched mother, and on her revenges 

A horrid deed, by one far more atrocious ! 

But I appeal to thee, oh Menelaus, 

If, with unnatural rage, a wiſe ſhould ſlay 

Her huſband, and in revenge the ſon 

Should kill his mother, by the ſame right 

Her grandſon may attempt his father's life, 

And where would end this ſcene of blood and ſlaughter ? 

Tis for this cauſe our anceſtors condemn'd 

To ſhameful exile, him that ſhould commit 

Involuntary murder, leſt the friends 

Of the deceas'd, revenging blood with blood, 

Should ſpread the horrors of a civil war ! 

But impious women from my inmoſt ſoul 

I ever ſhall deteſt; and moſt of all 

My wretched daughter, who deſtroy'd her huſband ; 

Nor can I praiſe thy beautcous confort Helen ; 

Nor did I then applaud you when you ſail'd 

For Phrygia's ſhore to vindicate her cauſe. 

But to my utmoſt power I will defend 

Laws for the common good ordain'd, againſt 

The brutal fierceneſs of the uncultur'd ſavage, 

Who makes revenge his only rule of juſtice ; 

A paſhon which has frequently deſtroy'd 

Cities and empires. — But thou, unnatural wretch! 
[To Oreſtes. 

Say with what eye could'fi thou behold thy mother, 

When, as a ſuppliant, ſhe diſplay'd her breaſt, 

The breaſt that in thy infant years ſuſtain'd thee ? 
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356 ORESTES. 
I who beheld not this affecting ſcene, 


Yet mourn her fate, and bathe my cheeks with tears; 


By this am I perſuaded, that thou art 
Odious to all the gods, who now inflict 

This madneſs on thee as a puniſhment g 
For thy atrocious crimes ! —why need I call 
A witneſs to a fact which all muſt know? 
Attempt not, Menelaus, to aſſiſt 

This wretch accurſt, and wantonly offend 
The powers divine ; but, as he well deſerves, 
Let him, oppreſt by rocky fragments, die ; 
Or never muſt thou hope to ſee again 

The Spartan land—that Clytemneſtra's crimes 
Were juſtly puniſh'd with the loſs of life 

Is not to be deny'd ; but yet her ſon 

Was not the perſon that ſhould execute 

This rigorous juſtice, —Of the gifts of fortune 
I always have poſleſs'd an ample ſhare; 

But in my daughters I am moſt unhappy ! 


e Ho R usG. 
How to be envy'd is the fate of thoſe, 
Who, happy in their children, never know 


What 'tis to feel the ſtrokes of adverſe fortune! 


O RES TE S. 


With trembling lips, oh king! I now addrefs thce, 


Leſt to thy tortur'd mind I ſhould recall 
Freſh images of grief: —alas: my mother, 
I own myſelf polluted with her blood 
But then I did it to revenge my father 
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Oh, could I ſhun, great Tyndarus, thy preſence, 
Nor ſee thy aged face with tears o'ercaſt ; 

For know I dread thy venerable hairs, 

The fight of which deſtroys all power of ſpeech, 
And recollection. —In my wretched ſtate, 
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What could I do? alas! Let us compare i pl | 
Parent and parent, and their rights determine : Wi | 
Mꝰ²ĩMl y fire begat me, and thy daughter bore me; „ 
She only, like the earth, receiv'd the ſeed 9 1 
Implanted by my father, and to him 4 in 
Should I look up as author of my life, i | q 
And every duty chearfully perform. 1 "| ö 
Thy daughter, for I mult not call her mother, Wo | 
Engag'd herſelf in baſe and wicked nuptials, I! 4 | 
And ſuffer'd her adulterer to aſcend we 
Atrides* royal bed: this I affirm, | 1 
A truth a ſon would willingly conceal ; TW. 
I therefore flew Agyſthus, who retir'd 1 | | 
Within the palace; then the fatal ſteel | * i 
Deep in my mother's breaſt I plung'd ; an act oO 
Condemn'd by all divine and human laws: it | l 
But my great father's death demanded vengcance ; Wet | 
And now you threaten to deſtroy my lite, 4 
Whelm'd underneath a ſhower of rocky fragments, 1 
For having render'd Greece the greateſt ſervice. Wi. i 
If women reach'd that point of wickedneſs 7 y 


As to deſtroy their huſbands, and then fled 
For refuge to their children, and diſplay'd of 
Their breaſts uncover'd to excite compaſſion, a8 
Secure of this aſylum, they would bathe, 0 
A a 3 Without 
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Without remorſe, their impious hands in blood 
This act of mine deprives them of reſource ; 
This act you term atrocious :—who deſerv'd 
More than my mother by this hand to periſh ? 
She who betray'd her huſband, great Atrides, 
While abſent from his realms—on Phrygia's ſhore 
He led the armies of united Greece, 

Her dire adulteries ſtain'd the nuptial bed ; 
When, conſcious of her crimes, ſhe did not lift 
The ſteel againſt her guilty breaſt, but ſacrific'd 
My father to preſerve the vile Xgyſthus ! 

Ye powers divine ! your awful name with fear 

I now pronounce ! ſtain'd as I am with blood ! 
If by ſubmiſhve filence theſe dire crimes 

J had approv'd, would not my father's ſhade 
Reproach me ? would not the dire Erynnies 


Wave o'er my head their hiſſing ſcourge. —Since now 


Ev'n at my mother's call from hell's dark ſhades 
Thoſe goddeſſes ariſe, demanding vengeance. 
Thou art the ſource, oh king, of all my woes, 
For thou art Clytemneſtra's parent, by whoſe crimes 
I mourn a father raviſh'd from my eyes! 

I mourn my hands with kindred blood beſmecar'd ! 
Behold Penclope, the virtuous ſpouſe 

Ot wiſe Ulyfles—ſay, does her ſon, 

The young Telemachus, againſt her breaſt 
Direct the pointed ſteel? But ſhe preſerves 
Inviolate the nuptial bed; not with a vile, 

And baſe adulterer ſhares her huſband's throne. 
Behold Apollo, who has fix'd his ſcat 


At 
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At Delos, by circumfluent ſeas embrac'd, 

And from that center of the carth reveals 

His ſacred oracles, rever'd by all 

Of human race : obedient to his words 

I flew my mother ! then accuſe that god 

As one polluted with the guilt of murder; 

Take him and kill him; he alone 1s guilty, 
Not I, who but obey'd his dire commands. 

Is not that god ſufficient to abſolve 

My ſoul from guilt ? where can the wretched fly 
For refuge or protection, if this plea 

Is not allow'd me? for thou canſt not ſay 

Her death was not deſerv'd; but that for me 

To ſlay her, was unnatural, impious, cruel : 
He who is favour'd with a virtuous ſpouſe, 

Enjoys the higheſt ſtate of human blits ; 

But dire diſgrace and miſery attend 

Thoſe who are join'd to baſe and vicious minds. 


CHORUS 
Bad women ever to their huſbands prove 
The ſource of endleſs woe. 
TYNDARVS 
Since thou art fierce and ſavage, and unmov'd 
By my oration, canſt with freedom ſpeak, 
And with proud language aggravate my wocs ? 
Behold me now determin'd to deprive 
Thee of thy liſe; for this one labour more 
Will I perform for her my hapleſs daughter, 
Before whoſe tomb I bear theſe precious offerings ; 
A a 4 For 
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For when I paſs the aſſembly of the people, 

Will I inflame the willing multitude, 

Excite them to oppreſs with heaps of ſtones 

Thee and thy ſiſter, who no leſs deſerves 

An ignominious death ; ſhe who advis'd 

The horrid deed, and ever in thy ears 

Againſt her mother utter'd her complaints, 

Relating idle tales of Agamemnon, 

And Clytemneſtra's nuptials with Agyſthus, 

Nuptials which ev'n the infernal gods deteſt, 

Till with her words ſhe fir'd the royal houſe, 

Now Menelaus hear my firm reſolves: 

It you regard my friendſhip or reſentment, 

Attempt not from a death fo well deſerv'd, 

Offending heaven, to ſave this parricide, 

But let him periſh, bury'd underneath 

A weight of ſtones, thrown from the hands > 

Of Argive citizens, or never more 

Expect to view the Spartan realms again. 

Remember this; nor in the choice of friends 

The wicked to the good prefer—but, ſervants, haſte, 

Attend my footſteps now ] leaye the palace. 
[Exit Tyndarus, 


SCENE IV, 
OrESTES, MEN EL Aus, 


o REST E $ 
Then go, that undiſturb'd I may add reſs 
My ſpecg1, nor hurt thy venerable age, 
| | But 


5 


O REST ES. 


But why, oh Menelaus, doſt thou ſeem 
Abſorb'd in thought as doubtful how to act, 
Divided by two oppoſite opinions? 


M E N E IL Aus. 
All things revolving in my mind, I doubt 
Which way to act, whoſe fortune to purſue. 


o REST E $. 
But lend an ear to what I ſhall propoſe, 
Ere you determine how to act. 


MENELAU Ss. 
Well haſt thou ſpoke; and now begin thy ſpeech, 
With filence and attention I will hear thee. 


0.R 2:3 7-5 5. 

Then will I ſpeak, and in a long oration 
Shall I diſcloſe my mind more plain and fully, 
Than in a ſpeech conciſe : from thee, oh king, 
No favour I require; I only aſk 
A due return for thoſe unnumber'd favours 
Conferr'd on thee by my much-honour'd father ; 
I aſk not money, or the gifts of fortune, | 
But, what is dearer far than all, my life 
That thou preſerve ?—ls this requeſt unjuſt? 

In this calamity can I demand 
What thou with juſtice canſt refuſe to grant ? 
Did not my father, royal Agamemnon, 
Aſſemble all the ſtates of Greece, and lead 
Their numerous armies to the Trojan walls ? 
Not for himſelf, but to revenge the inſult 
Which Paris offer'd to thy marriage- bed; 
And 


* 
by 
4 1 
1 
1 | 
8 { | 


—— — — —ä äẽ— 


n 
* 
E — — 


W OY _ 


” * —— ® . — — . 
. LO 
RY p : 
* Sz 
* 4 — OI 
1 Ros _— 4 


„„ 


1 * * — * — * n N 
** ; . bet pie 
3% i ang CO NT 11223 ͤ„% — » ew AY „„ 
2 F 2 * x - - . - 


— * 
— 2 
. 8 


2 


— D— 
2 . 


* 
_ * 
—— 


o 
- = 7 
. 4 W 
—*— a 
: 2 
- 


362 Oo REST Es. 


And to the chance of war expos'd his perſon, 
As it became a brother and a friend, 

For ten long years, *till to thy longing arms 
Thy faithleſs conſort, Helen, he reſtor'd. 
Make ſome return; I aſk not ten years war : 
All I requeſt is, that thou ſtand my friend 
For one ſhort day, and kindly plead the cauſe 
Of me, the ſon of him, whom once you call'd 
Your generous benefactor and your brother, 
For thee, on Aulis ſands, my fiſter ſhed 

Her virgin blood, the beauteous Iphigenia ; 
And yet I never wiſh'd to kill thy daughter; 
But fair Hermione ſtill lives to grace 


Thy palace with her preſence, While oppreſt 


Wich ſuch a load of guilt, thee it becaine, 

Oh Menclaus, with indulgent care, 

To eaſe the pangs which labour in my breaſt ; 

By my much-injur'd father's ſhade, oh give me life, 
And for my fiſter's ſake, unhappy virgin! 

If dead, I leave the royal houſe deſerted, 

And no ſucceſſor to the throne of Atreus. 

In adverſe fortune friends ſhould moſt aſſiſt us; 

For when that goddeſs ſmiles, their aid 

Is not requir'd. All Greece with general voice 


Admires the wond'rous beauty of thy wife: 
I ſpeak not this to flatter or deceive— 
By her bright form I now conjure thee, by my woes 


Unmerited, I ſupplicate thy pity, 
Not for myſelf alone, but for the houſe 
Of Agamemnon, in one wretched fate 
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Involv'd 2think that the awful and majeſtic ſhade 


Of my great father, thy lov'd brother, hears me, 
Where now enthron'd he fits beneath the earth; 
Think that his ſhade, awaken'd by the ſound, 
Deſerts the realms of night, and round thy head 
Waves his light pinions to confirm my words, 
And move thy ſoul to pity :—thus to thy breaſt 
Have I diſclos'd my woes, mid fighs and tears, 
Which ſcarce allow an utterance to my words : 
On thee we look for ſafety and protection, 

Not I alone; but the whole houſe of Atreus. 


e HO R u Ss. 

Suppliant to thee I bend, altho' a woman: 

In this diſtreſs aſſiſt thy brother's children? 
M E N E L Aus. 

I feel compaſhon for thy woes, Oreſtes, 
And much I wiſh ro ſerve thee : this from me 
The ſacred ties of kindred blood demand ; 
For thee, without reluctance, could I meet 
All the dire horrors of approaching war, 
And boldly ruſh on death, if heaven allow'd me 
A force proportion'd to my ardent wiſhes ! 
What can I do? long wand'ring on the ſeas, 
My armies waſted by a cruel war, 
Myſelf with various toils oppreſt, I come, 
And ſee my palace by my friends deſerted ! 
This ſlender band alone continue faithful, 
The fad remains of my once numerous armies | 
With what propricty can I attempt 
With arms Pelafgic Argos to ſubdue ? 


But 
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But by more gentle means I hope to ſave thee. 


Madneſs it is to aim at mighty conqueſts, 

And high renown, when deſtitute of power; 
The clamours and ſedition of the people 

Admit of no reſtraint; with far more eaſe 

The waſting fury of devouring flames 

May be extinguiſh'd, than their frantic minds 
Reduc'd to reaſon ; 'tis by gentle yielding 

To what their paſſion dictates, and by watching 
The proper times to ſpeak, and to be ſilent, 
You make impreſſion on their fickle tempers, 
Subdue their rage, and calm ſeditious murmurs ; 
The multitude will paſs with quick tranſition 
From rage to pity ; and a prudent prince 
Knows how to manage both to his advantage. 
T'll go to Tyndarus, and ſeek with him 

The aſſembly of the people, and endeavour, 
With gentle words, to ſoften their reſentment. 
If at the helm the pilot ſtrains the rudder, 
Beneath the roaring waves, the veſſel ſinks: 
While ſkilful mariners preſerve the ſhip 

By yielding to the fury of the ſtorm, 
Impetuous violence the gods diſlike, 

The citizens deteſt !—It then becomes 


Me, as thy friend, to try the force of words, 


And mild entreatics ; and not vainly ſtrive 
Againſt ſuperior power —engag'd in war, 

My arms will nought avail thee : can my ſpcar, 
Sin le and ung ſſiſted, when oppos'd 

To hoſtile armies, gather deathleſs la arc ls, 


on 


mw — — 5 


OL A 2 22 9298 


Or raiſe proud trophies on the enſanguin'd plain ? 
With ſuppliant words I have not yet addreſs'd 
The Argive people—prudence now requires me 
To yield ſubmiſſive to my adverſe fortune. 
[Exit Menelaus. 


o REST ES. 

Baſe and ungenerous ſoul ! who ne'er could fight 
But in a woman's cauſe ! inſenſible to glory! 
Regardleſs of the ſacred laws of friendſhip ! 

From me you turn your eyes in this ſad hour 
Of deep diſtreſs !—Alas ! my royal father, 

How ſoon thy generous favours are forgot! 
Thyſelf, alas! expir'd without a friend 

To cloſe thy eyes! and me, behold betray'd !— 
Where can I fly for refuge ? how eſcape 

The puniſhment the Argives threaten ? fince the man 
On whom my ſoul rely'd will not protect me— 
But now I ſee approach the beſt of friends, 
The much-lov'd Pylades ! who leaves for me 
The. realms of Phocis !—oh ! delightful fight ! 
When fortune frowns ;—the preſence of a friend 
Is far more pleafing than the proſperous gale 
Which ſpceds the veſſel to its deſtin'd port. 


SCENE F. 
PVYVLADES, OR EST ES, CHORUS. 


Pp I LAPD ES. 
Sooner than I intended I approach'd 
The Argive city, and with grief I ſaw 
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The aſſembled citizens, and found their minds 
Againſt thy ſiſter and thyſelf inflam'd, 

Whom they have ſentenc'd to a cruel death. 

What canſt thou do ? what meaſures canſt thou take ? 
Oh thou companion of my earlieſt years! 

My deareſt friend! my near relation! for theſe names 
Thou well deferveſt—thou the beſt of friends 


ORESTE $. 
Alas! we periſh !—ſoon will I explain 
To thee my numerous woes! 


PYLADE Ss: | 
Then I am ruin'd : for the breaſts of friends 
One ſoul inſpires ! one common fate they feel ! 


ORESTE $ 
Faithleſs is Menelaus to the cauſe 
Of me, thy friend, and my unhappy fiſter ! 
PYLADE $. 
It well becomes the ſpouſe of beauteous Helen 
To act a cruel and ungrateful part. 
OR n E. 
Better 4 me had he not touch'd this coaft. 
| P'Y.LAD ES. 
But ſay, is Menelaus now at Argos? 
| 0 REST REDS. 
Tho' late he came, he ſoon my cauſe deſerted. 
1 
He came, no doubt, attended by his wife, 
The moſt perfidious of the female ſex! 
o R E S T Es. 
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o REST E 5s. 
Not he his wife, but Helen him conducted, 
| PYLADE s. 
Where is that woman, whoſe dire crimes, alas ! 
So many of the Grecian race deſtroy'd ? 


Oz ESTES 
Within my houſe—if I may call it mine. 


PYLADE $. 
But in what words didſt thou addreſs thy uncle? 


ORESTES 
To him I did diſcloſe the cruel ſentence 
Pronounc'd againſt me by the ſtate of Argos. 


* KA 
By all the gods, inform me what he anſwer'd. 


0.22 $756 
He ſpoke with caution and apparent temper, 
As is the cuſtom of perfidious friends. 


2 Y-LA Dk 
But ſay, what feign'd excuſe could he alledge ? 


| ': i %% 8 he 3 
That king was preſent, the illuſtrious father 
Of daughters ſo renown'd for female virtue! 


PYLADES 
Thou meaneſt Tyndarus ; no doubt inflam'd 
With anger for the murder of his daughter ! 


o REST ES. 
Right thy conjecture; and my worthy uncle 
Lſpous'd his cauſe in preference to my father's ! 
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368 O REST ES. I 


PYLADE 5. ] 
Did he not dare in thy defence to arm ? 


 ORESTE S 
No warrior he but in a female cauſe! 


PYLADE 5s. 
Hard is thy fate, for thou art doom'd to die ! 


o REST ES. 
On that the citizens muſt give their votes. 


PYLADE s. 
hy, for what purpoſe l am fill'd with horror! 


o R E S T E $. 
Either they ſentence me to death or life! 


PYLADE öS. 
Then with thy ſiſter fly and leave the palace. 


o REST ES. 

Doſt thou not ſee what guards ſurround the city 
PYLADE s. 

I ſaw each road beſet with hoſtile arms! 


1 o REST ES. 
No leſs confin'd than is a town befieg'd 
With numerous armies, breathing death and ſlaughter ' 
PYLAD E s. 


Now in thy turn. demand of me what part 
' I mean to act; for I, alas! am ruin'd! 


o A E r E 8. 
Say, by what means ?—Theſe cruel tidings fill 
My ſoul with grief, and double all my woes ! 


Pp Y L A/D ES. 
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PYLADE S. | 
My father, Strophius, from his realm expell'd me. 


ORESTE $ 
Or for a private or a public crime ? 


PYLADE S. 
He ſaid that I advis'd thy mother's death, 
And was, like thee, polluted with her blood ! 
| o RES T E 5s. 
Oh moſt unhappy II, alas ! behold 
My deareſt friend in all my woes involv'd ! 
PYLADE S. 
My private ſorrows I can bear with patience ! 
Thy friend is not a faithleſs Menelaus. 
HEE = TR 
Doſt thou not fear the Argives will c6ndemn thee 
To meet with me, an ignominious death? 


p 1 LA PD E 5 
I dread not them ſo much as the Phocæans. 


: ORESTE $. 
Fierce are the people when bad leaders govern, 


PYLADE S. 
But mild and juſt when virtuous men preſide. 


ORE SI TE % 
What ſhall I ſay about our common cauſe ? 


FYLADE 5 
What doſt thou mean by this our common cauſe-? 


ORE SF E . | 
What ſhall 1 {ay before my Argive judges ? 


B b PYLADE $ 
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PYLADE S. 
Defend thy conduct by the laws of juſtice. 
o REST ES. 
Say that I did it to revenge my father? 
PYLADE s. 
Death will appear to thee a welcome gueſt. 


ORE STE $ 


What if oppreſt with fear I tamely die ? 


P-Y.LA-D BE. $ : 
That ſure would argue an unmanly ſpirit. 


OR E 8 1 R 8. 
What can I do? 


r TAD . 
Say, haſt thou any hopes 
Of ſafety by continuing in the palace 5 


o REST ES. 
Not the leaſt ſhadow of a hope remains! 


r LAD ES 
But if you meet the aflembly.of the people, 
You may eſcape the puniſhment intended. 


o REST ES. 
I may indeed the chance is much againſt me. 


PYLAD E s. 
Burt yet 'tis better far than here to ſtay. 


ORE TR; 


Then wall I g. 


PYLADE S. 
In this you rightly judge: 


O REST ES. 


For if you periſh, you will periſh nobly ! 


o REST ES. 
My cauſe is juſt. 


PYLADE S. 
Ah! how I wiſh 


The Argive citizens may thus determine. i 
o REST ES. "yl 

At leaſt I ſhall eſcape the charge of cowardice. . 
nn | b 

More than thou wilt if thou continue here. 1 


o REST ES. 1 
But ſome will pity my unhappy fate. 1 
1 1 14 D. ö 
Great is the ſplendor of thy royal houſe ! 


o REST ES. 1 


And mourn my father's hard and cruel death! 1 
— 2 . it 
While thou art preſent, this may have its weight, 1 


o REST ES. 
Then let me go, and meet a glorious death, 
As it becomes the ſon of great Atrides ! 
PYLADE Ss 
This reſolution I applaud. 
ORESTE 5s. 
Shall I diſcloſe it to my much-loy'd ſiſter ? 
e 
By all the gods, deſiſt from that intention. 


B b 2 | ORESTES 
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O RESTLESS 
A flood of tears from her ſad eyes will flow! 


Pp I ILA D E 8. 
Which I confider as a fatal omen! 


o R E S T E 8. 
*Tis therefore better I continue ſilent. 

P'Y LAD E 38. 
Now make the moſt advantage of your time. 


o REST ES. | 
That is for me a hard and grievous taſk. 
— TEL +6 
Why ſo? 
ORESTE S. 
The goddefles I fear, 
Leſt they again ſhould drive my ſoul to madneſs ! 
PII LA D E S. 
With friendly care will I attend and watch thee, 
o R 1 1 1 1 5. 
*Tis dreadful then for any to approach me. 
n 
But not for me, thy friend and near relation. 
o REST E $ 
But be not thou partaker of my madneſs. 


PYLADE $ 
I am reſolv'd, 


o RES TES. 


At leaſt delay thy ſteps. 


f , Aft PH bo coor 


P'Y LAD E S. 


PYLADE $, 
Friendſhip ſincere admits of no delays, 
ORESTE 5. 
My friend, my guardian, and my kind protector! 
e 
With pious care will I thy ſteps attend. 


ORESTES 
Conduct me to my much-lov'd father's tomb. 


LA DES, 
Why to that place wilt thou direct thy ſteps ? 


Nr 
To ſupplicate his ſhade to aid my counſels. 


FYLAD EN 
Well haſt thou ſpoke, 


+ Ty 3 bv 8 4 
And wiſhing to avoid 
The fight of wretched Clytemneſtra's tomb! 


. 

Thy enemy ſhe was but loſe no time, 
For fear the Argive citizens condemn thee 
Ere thou arrive; and let my friendly arm 
Support thee—weak thou art and faint 
With this long illneſs - thro' the well-known ſtreets 
Will I conduct thee, diſregarding all 
The idle rumours of the common people, 
Unaw'd by fear; for ill ſhould I deſerve 
The name of friend, if in an hour like this, 
When thou art labouring with ſuch mighty woes, 

| B b 3 1 could 
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374 ORESTES. 


I could deſert thee, and not give thee all 
The conſolation in my power to grant. 


ORESTE $ 
Oh ! what a bleſſing is a worthy friend 
When hearts are join'd, and when one ſpirit fires 
Their kindred ſouls !—ſuch men I ſhould prefer 
As dearer to me than my near relations, 


CHORUS. 


STROPHE, 


Oh, great Atrides! long extoll'd by fame, 
Whoſe boſom beat with virtue's noble flame, 
Admir'd. thro? all the realms of Greece, 
Renown'd on Afia's diſtant ſhores, 
Wherc his fair ſtream the rapid Simois pours, 
For war's proud trophies and the arts of peace. 
Alas! how chang'd do I thy race behold |! 
Their glories vaniſh'd ! and I date the cauſe 
From the fam'd prize, the fatal ram of gold 
Which Atreus ſtole—then breaking thro' the laws 
Of kindred blood, prepar'd the cruel feaſt, 
At which Thycſtes fate, an ill- invited gueſt ! 
Struck with the ſcene, the ſun withdrew his light, 
And nature ſtood aſtoniſh'd at the fight ; | 
Since which ſad time in Atreus houſe aroſe 
Domeſtic evils, and unnumber'd woes : 
Still diſcord rages with her ghaſtly train, 
And peace diſplays her heavenly charms in vain, 


ANT I- 


ORESTES. 375 


4 
ANTISTROPHE. | E | 
if by a ſon a wicked mother bleed, | { 
Virtue appall'd condemns the horrid deed ! | 
With deteſtation views the lifted hand 

With impious rage the fatal ſword diſplay, 
And to a parent's breaſt direct its way! 
Or ſees the body on the barren ſand, _ 
Expos'd to Phoebus penetrating light, 4 
What impious heart could ſuch a crime conceive, 
Which fills the ſoul with horror and affright! "i 
What length of time ſuch madneſs can relieve ? #1 
Trembling with fear of ſudden death oppreſt, 1 
Fair Clytemneſtra thus her ſon addreſt: 1 
My ſon, my ſon, this impious act forbear ; Fl 
Revenge, not virtue, points thy dagger here ! Ml 
Thy mother's blood, when reeking on the blade, 1 
Will nought avail thy father's injur'd ſhade | 980 
While with fond wiſh you ſeek immortal fame, p 1 
Perpetual infamy may blaſt your name, 1 


EPO D E. 
Is there, among the various ills of fate, 
Diſeaſe and dire misfortune's gloomy train, 
Ought that can equal his unhappy fate, 
Who by his impious hands beholds a mother ſlain? 
What words can paint the anguiſh of his breaſt ? 
With dire remorſe and gloomy fears oppreſt : 


This act committed, poor Oreſtes raves, 
His boſom with a fatal phrenzy fir'd, 


While the fierce furies leave the Stygian waves, 
And fek their deſtin'd prey dire goddeſſes inſpir'd 
„ With 
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376 ORESTE s. 


With thirſt of blood—before his languid eyes 
They flaſh their wings, and dreadful forms ariſe, 
Which fill his ſoul with terror and diſmay ! 
Oh wretched youth! when thro' the golden veſt 
You ſaw reveal'd your mother's tender breaſt, 
Yet could the dictates of revenge obey, 
And to thy royal father's injur'd ſhade 
Devote thy mother—mingled with the dead ! 


7 


ACT 


ORESTES, 377 


AU F MN. 


SCENE I. 


ELECTRA, CHORUS. 


KL ECTR A 
IRGINS inform me, if the poor Oreſtes, 
Dnhappy victim! to the furious rage 
Inflicted by the nameleſs goddeſſes, 


Has wander'd far from this his father's palace! 


CHOR U $. 

Not long he left us with deſign to meet 
The Argive people in his cauſe aſſembled, 
Who ſoon will paſs their ſentence, and determine 
Whether you both may breathe this vital air, 
Or in one crime involv'd together periſh! 

t'LECT-KE A. 
Ah me !—at whoſe perſuaſion did he go ? 


HO RUsG. 
"Twas Pylades advis'd him but behold 
A meſſenger approaching: from his mouth 
Soon wilt thou hear thy much- lov'd brother's fate ! 


SCENE 


SCENE IL 
Enter MESSENSG E R. 


MESS E N G E R. 
Unhappy daughter of the great Atrides, 
Who led the Greeks to conqueſt and to glory! 

Electra, hear the melancholy tidings 
Which I, the Meſſenger, alas! muſt bear. 


LL TCR A. 
Alas! we die !—already have thy words 
The fatal news reveal'd but yet proceed. 


M ESS E N O E R. 
The ſuffrages of Argos have decreed 
Death to thyſelf, and thy unhappy brother! 


E LECT R A. 


But death, at leaſt, will terminate my woes! 
With proſpects of futurity diſtracted, 


Long ſince have I conſum'd my days in grief! 


But to this dire debate : among the Argives, 
Whoſe ſpeech condemn us—or in our defence 
Did any friend appear ?—inform me all, 

Oh faithful ſervant of my royal father ! 
Whether I die with heaps of ſtones oppreſt, 


Or ſtain the glittering faulchion with my blood, 


At leaſt I go, companion of my brother, 
To him united by one common death! 


MESSENGER 
Leaving my rural farm, the city gates 
I enter'd, from a ſtrong defire to learn 


Tidings 
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Tidings of thee and thy unhappy brother. FH 
Attach'd to Agamemnon from my youth, "Ml 
Whoſe generous kindneſs was my chief ſupport, 8 
Which I, tho' poor, ſtill gratefully remember; M 
I ſaw the people at the tomb affembled, ey 
Where Danaus paid the forfeit of his crimes Bl 
To great Ægyptus. When my eyes beheld 70 
The citizens in order ſeated round, 9 
I aſk'd the cauſe of this unuſual meeting? 74 


If rumours of an unſuſpected war 
Invaded Argos? To my queſtion vain 
This anſwer was return'd : —behold Oreſtes, 1 
On whoſe dire crimes the Argives now debate !— | 
I rais'd my eyes, and, oh ! dire fight! beheld 
Thy brother, and his faithful Pylades; 

The one with downcaſt looks conſum'd with grief, 1 
And pale with ſickneſs; while the other ſtood bn 
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Near him, and like a brother inly mourn'd, =_ 
And ſtrove with tender care to mitigate { j 


The anguiſh of his foul !—The aſſembly of the Argives 
At length compleated, from his ſeat aroſe 

The reverend herald, and thus loud exclaim'd 

That all might hear: Each citizen attend; 

Say, does our prince, Oreſtes, merit death, 

Stain'd as he is with guilt of matricide ? 

Or muſt we now abſolve him from his crimes ? 


& 
5 
14 
5 
K 
1 
Thy fire attended, once to him devoted, | | 1 

þ 

f 


Scarce had he finiſh'd ſpeaking, when aroſe 1 
Talthybi.s, who to Phrygia's fatal ſhore "oh 
But now he baſely courts the riſing power, N 
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380 OR EST ES. 


And in his ſpeech expreſs'd in artful terms, 

Both parties flatter' d —on thy father's name 
Encomiums he beſtow'd but for thy brother 

In dark involy'd expreſſions he condemn'd him, 
Mingled with ſpecious reaſons - ſubject this 

Of joy and acclamation to the friends 

Of curſt Ægyſthus - ſuch the ſervile race 

Of heralds, changing with the ſmiles of fortune: 
Friends only in proſperity and wealth! 
Next ſpoke king Diomede, and wiſh'd to ſave 
Thee and thy brother from the pangs of death ; 


Propoſing exile as the beſt atonement 


For his unhappy crime: —in parts divided, 

This ſentence ſome approv'd, and ſome condemn'd. 
When he had ſpoke, a citizen aroſe, 

Seditious, turbulent, who by the charms 

Of eloquence had oft ſeduc'd the people, 


Bred amid tumults and the din of war, 


Active and ready to corrupt their minds 
With evil principles—no greater ſcourge 
A city knows than talents thus employ'd ; 
While he who wiſely in affairs of ſtate 
Delivers judgment, tho? at firſt his counſels 
May be rejected, yet in future times 

His name will be extoll'd, and his advice 
Will to ſucceeding ages be tranſmitted. 
But a bad orator, to prince and people, 

Is equally deſtructive : this appear'd 


When he condemn'd thy brother and thyſelt 


By itoues to periſh! Tyndarus this ſpeech 
3 | With 


\ 


ORESTES 
With all his force ſupported, and agreed 


To this unjuſt and cruel condemnation. 

At length a man appear'd, in outward form 
Far from conſpicuous, but poſſeis'd of courage, 
And every other virtue ; in the public forum 
Seldom he enter'd, and he never joiu'd 

The factious leaders in their dark intrigues ; 
Attentive only to his own affairs, 

An innocent and peaceful lite he led, 
Eſteem'd by all : this man aloud declar'd, 
That brave Oreſtes, Agamemnon's ſon, 
Deſerv'd a crown, for having with his ſword, 
Reveng'd his father's death, of life depriv'd 
A cruel, impious, and ungrateful Woman! 
Whoſe dire example, ſhould we now eſpouſe 
Her cauſe unjuſt, in future would prevent 
The citizens from taking arms whene'er 
Their country call'd them. For what man would leave 
His houſe and family expos'd a prey 

To vile adulterers, who aſcend his bed 

While abſent, and pollute the marriage rites ? 
This ſpeech from every worthy citizen 

Receiv'd its juſt applauſe, and filent fate 

The factious orators.— Then roſe Oreſtes, 

And thus exclaim'd : Inhabitants of Argos, 

Where reign'd great Inachus, Pelaſgic race ! 

If by juſt ſentence you condemn'd the daughters 

Of Danaus, when each virgin flew 

Her huſband on the nuptial night, no leſs than me 
Who ſlew my mother to revenge my father; 


For 
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332 OREST ES. 


For if tis juſt for women to deſtroy 

Their huſbands, from untimely death 

Who can eſcape? at leaſt, he baſely lives 
Meanly dependant on another's will : 

Declare me then, ye citizens of Argos, 

Abſolv'd from guilt. She who my father's bed 
Polluted with her crimes, is now no more. 

If I too am condemn'd, then ſoon will ceaſe 
All law and juſtice ; for, can any hope 

For fafety, if ſuch deeds remain unpuniſh'd ? 
But with his eloquence he could not move 

The madding multitude ; tho' ſome his virtue 
In higheſt ſtrains applauded. But, alas! 

The factious orator's advice prevail'd ; 

The ſuffrages collected in the urn, 

By herald's voice the ſentence is declar'd : 
Scarce could Oreſtes from the croud receive 
His choice of death, but, to avoid the ſhame 
Of being publicly expos'd, he promis'd 

With his own hand to terminate his life ! 

For thee too he engag'd—o'er power'd with tears, 
His Pylades, attended by his friends, 

From the aſſembly lead him, and thy eyes 

Will ſoon behold the melancholy fight ! 

Then go, Electra, and prepare the ſword ; 

For thou muſt never hope again to view 

The lucid face of heaven !—ah ! nought avails 
Thy noble race, or myſtic oracles 

Of Pythian Phoebus from his fane declar'd, 
This day, unhappy princeſs ! thou muſt die ! 


CHORUS 


> it — 
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CHORU $. 
Alas, poor virgin! on the ground thy eyes 
Dejected caſt, in filent grief you ſtand ! 


STROPHE. 


E L ECT RA. 

Now, now, I feel the bitterneſs of grief! 

My deareſt friends, I now, alas ! muſt tear, 

With frantic hand, my looſe diſhevel'd hair, 
And beat, with cruel blows, my faded cheek ! 
In Pluto's regions I ſhall ſoon refide, 
And bear this gift to his imperial bride. 
Cyclopean Argos feels for my diſgrace, 
And mourns the ſplendors of Atrides' race 
For eve? vaniſh'd !—death approaches near, 
And with his fatal ſciflars crops mp hair. 
Oh royal race of Atreus ! thy ſad fate 

I mourn—alas ! expreſſive of my woe, 

From my pale cheeks the tears inceſſant flow, 
Reflecting on my fire's once happy ſtate, 
Who glorious led the Greeks, renown'd in arms, 
To Phrygia's ſhore, where conqueſt ſpread her charms ! 


ANTISTROPHE 


Vaniſh'd for ever is the regal crown 
And boaſted luſtre of the ancient race 
Of Pelops ! which once held the foremoſt place, 
Rank'd with the firſt in virtue and renown! 
But envy's blaſts deſtroy their rifing fame, 
And Argive ſuffrages their fall proclaim, 
| Oh 
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Oh race of man! alas! what ills await ? 

What eye can penetrate the depths of fate? 

Unhappy lot, without a guide we ſtray, 

Thoughtleſs we tread the melancholy way; 

Nor ſee the woes which every where abound ; 
When leaſt expected, in ſucceſhon paſs 
Diſeaſe and ſudden death, and dire diſgrace, 

Who ſpread their baneful influence all around: 

Of human life uncertain is the ſtate, 

Subject to ſtrange viciſhtudes of fate, 


Oh could I fly, on airy pinions borne, 
To the mid centre of the earth and heavens, 
And in a golden chain ſuſpend the rock 
Which tott'ring hangs, and threatens with its fall 
The head'of Tantalus !—oh ! that to him 
In melancholy ftrains I could relate 
The woes I ſuffer ; for from him 
My parents are deſcended !—born, alas ! 
The wretched children of diſtreſs and ſorrow ! 


Illuſtrious Pelops, from his lofty car, 
Drawn by ſwift courſers, hurl'd the poor Myrtillus, 


Where near the ſea he drove, and in the waves 
His body plung'd; where, beat by wintry winds, 
High in the air Geraſtas' clifts ariſe ; 

From which unhappy act aroſe 

A ſad and melancholy train 

Of miſeries and crimes Amid the royal flock 
A lamb appear'd, conſpicuous with his fleece, 

Of pureſt gold! the work of Maia's ſen, 


A dire 


„ 


ORESTES. 


A dire portent, and fatal to the houſe 1 
Of royal Atreus !—hence the dreadful conteſt 1 
At which the chariot of the ſun 

Turn'd from its courſe, and wheeling from the weſt, 
With pace diſtracted drove to where her beams if 
The fair Aurora ſheds; at the ſame time, wk 


with 

4444 

By Jove's command, the beauteous Pleiades 10 
Chang'd their poſition in the ſtarry heavens, MB 


When they beheld the impious banquet, 

Which, for Thyeſtes, Atreus had prepar'd. 
Or why ſhould I relate the horrid nuptials 
And Cretan Arope's adulterous life ? 1 
Since on myſelf and my unhappy father | 
Deſcend the miſeries which long have fill'd 1 
The houſe of Tantalus with guilt and blood! | 


CHORU S. 

But ſee thy brother, poor Oreſtes comes, 
Condemn'd to ſuffer an untimely death ! 
And with him view the faithful Pylades, 
The beſt of friends ! who, like a tender brother, 
Supports him weak and languid on his arm, 1 
Moving with gentle ſteps towards the palace. 1 
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386 ORESTES. 
KT V. 


SCENE I. 


ELECTRA, ORESTES, PYLADES, CHORUS. 


8: BE CTR As 


TNHAPPY me! at fight of thee I mourn— 


My deareſt brother, once more I behold 


Thy much-lov'd face, ere the cold hand of death 


Has ſeiz'd thee—ere the funeral fires, 


With waſting rage, thy pallid limbs conſume ! 


Oh let me feaſt my eyes, for *tis the laſt, 
The laſt ſad interview which fate allows! 


OR-ESTE 8. 

Reſume thy wonted courage, dear Electra! 
Omitting weak and womaniſh complaints, 
Let us ſubmit with patience to our fortune, 
Which, tho' unhappy, we muſt learn to bear, 
Nor at the will of providence repine. 


KL ECT KA; 
But how can I be filent ? for, alas! 
No more ſhall we behold the orb of day, 


Or view with joy the azure vault of heaven! 


Oh kill me not with this excels of grief! 


1 feel 


ORESTE SS. 


I feel too much already by the ſentence 
Pronounc'd againſt me by the ſtate of Argos ! 


EE 1 r. 

Oh poor Oreſtes! thy hard fate I mourn! 
Snatch'd by untimely death from my ſad eyes, 
In prime of youth and beauty ! —hapleſs youth ! 
Whoſe virtues well deſerv'd a longer life. 


OR ESTES 

By all the gods, deject not thus my ſoul ; 
Nor ſoften me to tears; while you recall 
To my fad ſoul freſh images of grief! 


EL RCTR A. 
Alas! we die; nd muſt I not with tears 
My wretched fate deplore, fince all mankind, 
With one conſent, lament the loſs of life ? 


o REST EVS. 
This day, ſuſpended to a loſty beam, 
We breathe our ſouls away; or with our hands 
Deep in our breaſts the glittering faulchions plunge! 


ELECT RA, 
My deareſt brother, let thy arm perform 
This laſt kind oſfice! - ſee my boſom bare, 
And ready to receive the ſtroke, leſt ſome proud Argive 
Should kill me; and with cruel inſults mark 
The wretched daughter of the great Atrides ! 


o RE S IT ES. 

Oh my dear ſiſter! I am ſtain'd, alas! | 
Stain'd with my mother's blood ! the weight of which 
Hangs dreadful! o'er my head! and muſt I fully 

C-C3 Theſe 


388 OR EST E. 


Theſe impious hands with thy pure blood, Electra, 
Moſt generous virgin? — no! it muſt not be. 

By thy own hands expire, as it becomes 

A princeſs ſprung from Atreus' noble race ! 


ELECTR A 
That will I do—thy ſword will not deſert me— 
But let me throw my arms around thy neck, 
And in thy lov'd embrace breathe out my ſoul ! 


02 ESTER 
Vain comfort this - but 'tis the laſt which fate 
Allows us—then around my neck 
Throw thy fond arms, while to the realms of night, 
United in a ſtrift embrace, we go ! 5 


LI e rA A. 
Oh my Oreſtes! to thy ſiſter's ears 
How pleafing is that name !—while thus embrac'd, 
In this laſt kiſs, receive my parting ſoul ! 


o REST ES. 
Theſe words unman me II cannot refrain 

From tears—in vain I ſtrive to throw f 
My arms around thee o' er my faded cheek 
The crimſon bluſhes ſpread—oh my dear fiſter ! 
Still to thy breaſt enfold me!—ah ! how ſweet 
Is this embrace !—this will ſupply the place 

Of conjugal endearments, and the kiſſes 
Of prattling children, crowding round our knees 
With looks of artleſs innocence—the gods, 
In pity to our numerous woes, allow . 

Theſe tcars expreſſive of our mutual love. 


TLC A 


ORESTES. 


K-L:ER CT EH As 
Pierc'd by thy faithful ſword, let both expire ; 
And let one cedar urn receive our bones ! 


ORESTE $S. 
How pleaſing is that wiſh !- but, ah! how vain 


339 


What friend will watch the funeral fires, and with fond 


care 
Collect our aſhes in the faithful urn? 


ELECTRA 
But did not Menelaus lend his aid, 
And ſpeak in thy defence—falſe as he is, 
And traitor to my father's houſe ? 


o REST ES. 

He never in the forum ſhew'd his face; 
But, anxious for his ſceptre, fears to ſerve, 
Ungenerous man, his friend and near relation. 
But let us die moſt glorious, as becomes 
The noble offspring of the great Atrides! 
And now I haſte to give the Argive race 
A proof of courage and heroic virtue, 

While in my breaſt the glittering ſword I plunge ; 
And thou, my dear Electra, emulate 

My great example !—Oh my faithful friend ! 

My Pylades, do thou behold our death, 

And witneſs for us that we fell moſt nobly !— 
For us the ſad funereal rites prepare, 

And bear our bodies to the ſacred tomb 


Where Agamemnon's aſhes reſt—and now, farewell! 


I go, my friend, to execute my purpoſe. 
C<c:3 PYLAD 
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390 ORESTES. 


P.Y.L-A D-E:$ | 

But yet a moment ſtay—have I not cauſe, 
Oreſtes, to complain ?—ſay, canſt thou think 
That Pylades will cre ſurvive his friend ? 

OR ES T2 

Thy death, my Pylades, will nought avail me. 

PYb.4A0 56 
But what is life to me without a friend? 


Q.R-&. $ IE: $. 


Like me thou haſt not ſhed thy mother's blood. 


p:Y-LA-D £4, 
But I advis'd thee to that horrid deed ; 
And ought to bear an equal ſhare of guilt. 


o REST E S. 

Return, and bleſs thy aged father's ſight, 
Nor vainly wiſh to periſh with thy friend: 
Thou haſt a city, and a royal ſceptre; 

Mine is for ever loſt—thou haſt a father; 
Then live to be a comfort to his age. 

On thee all eyes are fix'd—the great ſupport 
Of his extended empire—ample wealth 

The gods have given thee : then enjoy theſe bleſſings; 
Nothing is wanting but thy wiſh'd-for nuptials 
With this poor virgin, to untimely death, 
Alas! conſign'd. Oh, with what joy 

Did J reſign Electra to thy arims ! 

My deareſt ſiſter to the beſt of friends! 

But may'ſt thou live to celebrate thy marriage 
With ſome fair virgin happier than Electra; 


Who 
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Who may with children fill the royal houſe, 
And add new luſtre to the race of Strophius. 
Alas ! my friend, the cruel hand of death 
Diffolves all tender ties.—Light of my ſoul ! 
My Pylades! my much-lov'd generous friend! 
Receive my laſt farewell : live and enjoy 

The bleſſings heaven affords thee ; but denies 
To me, and to my fiſter, doom'd to taſte, 

In prime of youth, the bitterneſs of death ! 


ET L ADE 
Oh ! may the fruitful earth deny me food, 
Oh! may I n&er enjoy the ſun's bright beams, 
Or breathe this vital air, if ere, forgetful 
Of friendſhip's ſacred laws, I leave thee: here 
To ſtruggle with the woes myſelf have caus'd ! 
"Twas I advis'd thy mother's death: no leſs than thee 
I am her murderer ; and tis juſt that I, 
As partner in thy crimes, ſhould meet 
One common fate with thee and with Electra, 
My deſtin'd bride ; for by that tender name 
I till muſt call her. What in my defence 
Can I advance if I return to Phocis? 
How baſe for me, who once was call'd thy friend 
When fortune {mil'd, ſhould I deſert thee now 
In this diſtreſs! No.—Friendſhip's ſacred flame, 
And honour's laws forbid it—'tis reſolv'd 
Determin'd as we are to loſe our lives, 
Let us perform one act of great revenge, 
And puniſh Menelaus ere we die ! 
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392 ORESTES. 


OREST Ef 
Oh may theſe eyes behold it ere I die ! 


PYLAD EVS. 
Then ſheath thy ſword, and wait the event with pa- 
tience. 


GRAS. 


That will I do to taſte ſuch high revenge! 


PYLADE S. 
Speak gently, leſt the train of virgins hear thee. 


0k © 1. 
Fear not from them, my dear Electra's friends. 


PY LA Þ 2% 
What if we kill thy uncle's traiterous ſpouſe ? 
That will affect him in a tender part. 


o REST E S. 
But by what means ?—behold me now prepar'd 
For any great or dangerous enterprize ! 


PYLAD ES 


Let her be ſtrangled—now the traitreſs lurks 
Within the palace— - 


ORESTE $, 
And with curious eye 
Beholds the treaſures ſhe will ſoon inherit. 
AD KE . 
Firſt to the realms of Pluto ſhall ſhe go. 


ORESTE 5s. 
But how, ſurrounded by her barbarous friends ? 


PT L'A DE 3 


PYLADTE 
By whom ? for none of Phrygian race I fear, 


ORESTE öS. 
Skill'd in perfumes and female ornaments—— 


PYLADES - 
She comes, attended by her Trojan ſlaves. 


ORESTE $. 

And with contempt beholds the realms of Greece. 
PYLADE S. 

How widely differ ſlaves from freeborn people ! 


o REST ES. 

Could I do this, with joy I twice would die! 
PYLADE 

Thy friend in this will give thee every aid. 


ORESTE 5. 
Then ſhew the way ; I follow where you lead. 
PYLADE $ 
Haſte, let us go, as if to meet our death, 
| ORESTE $. 
Certain of that, I leave the reſt to fortune. 


P.YLADE S. 
With her, we will lament our cruel fate, 


o REST ES. 
And ſhe will join her tears, tho” at our woes 


She ſecretly rejoice, 


PYLADE SV. 
With more fincerity our tears will flow. 


ORESTE 


S 4 


. OR EST ES. 
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o R ES TAS. 
But how ſhall we perform this daring deed? 


PYLADE SV. 
Beneath our flowing robes our ſwords conceal. 


0 A2$TE2 6 
But by what death muſt we diſpatch her ſervants ? 


1 1 LAD:E% 
Exclude them from the houſe by various means. 
| 0 R 2.9:T:K% 
And if they break their ſilence, then diſpatch them, 


PYLADE $. 
In that we, ſhall be guided by events. 


o REST ES. 
Our greateſt object is the death of Helen. 


PDD. 


Now hear the counſels of a faithful friend: 
To lift the ſword againſt a virtuous woman, 
Is baſe and cowardly; but in ſlaying Helen, 
We greatly ſhall revenge the woes of Greece. 
Thoſe who lament their hapleſs parents lain, 
Or children ſnatch'd from their defiring eyes, 
Sad victims to her charms, the tender virgins 
Who weep their lovers dead, will join in ſongs 
Of praiſe and gratelation, and to heaven 
Their tuncful voices raiſe, while all around 
The altars flame, with fragrant offerings grac'd, 
Extolling, in high” ſtrains, our matchleſs virtue, 
Whoſe ſwords deftrey'd che worſt of female race 
That ere beheld the light of day no more 
| Shalt 


ORESTES. 395 


Shalt thou be call'd the murderer of thy mother; 
But, leaving that, acquire a name more glorious, 
The great revenger of the woes of Greece |! 

Beneath whoſe arm the faithleſs Helen fell ! 

Helen, who ſtain'd the Phrygian fields with-blood !— 
Unjuſt it is thy uncle Menelaus 

Should ſpend his days in peace, and thy great father, 
Thyſelf, and fiſter, meet a cruel death! 

Thy mother too—bur I diſdain to name her— — 
And more, poſſeſs the palace of thy father, 

Whoſe valiant arm deſtroy'd the towers of Troy, 
And Helen to his longing arms reſtor'd. 

No more ſhall I enjoy the light of day, 

Till in the breaſt of this deſtructive fair 

The glittering ſword I plunge !—But if we fail 

In this our great attempt, with flaming brands 

Will we conſume this palace, and expire 

Beneath its ruins !—thus, whatever happens, 

A glorious death, or honourable life, 

Will be our portion. 


n _ n 8 1 2 aj at 4 2 om 2 Der 82 - - — — 
* * 1 . —_ R - — _—__ 4 % - * x 3 94 «> 2 - * — — — 
* * bs * 0 Jo 4 4 * 4 wum 2 - wW_ * »”S \ s * o : o 4 — 2 — 
+ » = S a 9 2 —_— IT.” - — 5 * — . 
; i rd , p bY * 5 * Ws * — * # 7 
4 mY . , he 3 
dt i 1 4 * . ö * — 22 4 - * 
rr "FE . - . —— 7 - EA 7 . 7 — 8 — 2 
. : FY " 
bk - * FY _— 
E . K. -— - * 


1 
7 
5 
9 
4 
1 
1 
4 
9 
1 
 . 
*Y 


CHORU $ 

Tyndarian Helen well deſerves her fate ; 
She whoſe dire crimes diſgrace her royal race, 
And bring diſhonour on the female ſex. 


o RES T E s. 
The firſt of bleſſings is a faithful friend: 
For what compar'd with that is ample wealth, 
Extended empire, and the glittering toys 
Which grace a monarch's head ?—lIn all my woes, 
Thou, Pylades, haſt been my dear companion! 
Partaker 


. 
x 
x 
* 
4 
* 
U 
4 
0 
» 
> 
0 
by = 
p * 
. 
x 
90 
* 
1 
, * 
* 
& 
0 
o 
" 
2 
- 5 
+ 
FE * 
* 
3 
* 
< 
4 
* 
— 
o 
* - 
- 
hs 
: 
FS 
4 


" * ne Py 
* * — ” 
— -.- —-— 


- -1 nor erred San cw — — — 
— — — Fo — 
Mo 265 

— reren 8 4 . 

+ "> - p = a 


Myſelf revenging on my faithleſs uncle, 
Thrice happy could we execute our purpoſe, 


396 ORESTES. 


Partaker of my toils !—thy faithful hand 

Aſſiſted to deſtroy the curſt Ægyſthus; 

And now the times demand a ſecond vengeance ; 

In this diſtreſsful hour thou com'ſt to ſave me, 

And with thy preſence gild the gloomy ſcene— 

Oh beſt of friends! but I muſt ceaſe to praiſe thee : 
Thy ſou], inſpir'd with every noble virtue, 4 
Riſes ſuperior to a vain applauſe, 

Now muſt I fire my ſoul to noble deeds, 

And greatly on my foes revenge the ills 

Which I ſuſtain. —Thoſe firſt ſhall meet my vengeance 
Who baſe betray'd me by diſſembling friendſhip, 
Which late they ſhall repent —behold me here, 
Great Agamemnon's ſon, whoſe ſceptre ſway'd 

The realms of Greece—by general voice declar'd 
Deſerving of that honour, as poſſeſs'd 

Of more than human courage, and endow'd 

With juſtice, heaven's beſt attribute. 

That hero's glory I will not diſgrace, 

By yielding to a mean and ſervile death; 

But in ſome noble àct breathe out my ſoul, 


And by ſome unexpected chance our lives 


Preſerve—this is my ardent wiſh, 


That we may yet continue to behold 


The radiant. ſun, and breathe this vital air, 


For life 1s ſweet to all of human race, 


FFC 
My brother, liſten to my faithful counſels, 
Which 


ORESTES. 397 
Which ſhall give life and glory to us all. 


o REST ES. 
If ſo, reveal it to thy hapleſs brother, 
For truth and wiſdom hang upon thy lips. 


ne 
Thou Pylades, and thou, Oreſtes, hear. 


o REST ES. 
Begin, my ſiſter, I am all attention. 
ELECTR A. 
Say, doſt thou know fam'd Helen's beauteous daughter ? 


ORESTE 5s. 
Hermione I know ; whom, with fond care, 
My royal mother bred within this palace. 


ELECTR A 
She now is gone to Clytemneſtra's tomb. 


ORESTE 5s. 

What hopes of ſafety are inferr'd from this? 
ELECTRA. | 

To pay due offerings to thy mother's ſhade. 


BT GW Xx 
But how can this preſerve our lives and glory: > 


KL £CTR4 
When ſhe returns, then ſeize her as an hoſtage. 


o REST ES. 
But with what view ? for how can this preſerve us ? 


& rte. 
When Helen falls beneath thy vengeful ſteel, 
If Menelaus threaten to revenge 
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That daring deed on Pylades, thy friend, 

On me, on thee, for in one common fate 

We all are join'd, Hermione preſent 

Before her father's fight, and lift thy ſword 
Againſt that virgin's neck, in act to flay her, 
But not with that intention : for her father, 
When he beholds the danger of his daughter, 
Will grant us life, and ſupplicate our pity. 
Which done, while Helen's hateful blood 
Streams on the ground, to his fond arms reſtore 
The beauteous virgin—if enrag'd he ſtorm, 

And threaten to deſtroy thy life, of dire revenge 
Impatient, then the glittering faulchion plunge 
Deep in the virgin's breaſt, and let the father 
With weeping eyes behold his murder'd daughter. 
But this I tear not, tho', at firſt provok'd, 

He vent his paſſion in high ſounding words, 
Soon will his mind be ſoftened —far from ſevere, 
Or bold, or daring, is my uncle's temper. 
Now I have told thee briefly where reſide 

Our hopes of ſafety and of great revenge. 


. 

Oh thou poſſeſs'd of every manly virtue! 
With all the winning beauties of thy ſex, 
Oh virgin, of a life of peace and honour, 
Far more deſerving than a cruel death! 
My Pylades, thy fate I much lament, 
Lofing this virgin, thy contracted bride, 
Whoſe noble mind and amiable manners, 
Would crown thy days with happineſs and glory. 


P-Y LAD'E 9 
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PYLADES% 

Oh that to my paternal realm of Phocis 
I could conduct her, and beneath this fun 
Behold the hymeneal rites perform'd! 


o REST ES. 

Wait 'till Hermione has reach'd the palace, 
Whom we muſt offer up a ſacrifice, 
To fill with dire remorſe her father's mind. 


E LECT RA 


If right I judge, ſhe cannot be far diſtant : 
About this time ſhe promis'd to return. 


ORESTE $. 
Well haſt thou ſpoke ; do thou, my dear Electra, 
Before the palace ſtand, and there expect 
The virgin from my mother's tomb returning, 
And with quick eye obſerve if any friend, 
Or the great brother of my hapleſs father, 
Attend her ſteps—Ere we commut this ſlaughter, 
Inform us of the dire event by cries, 
Or on the hinges turn the maſſy gates; 
And we, meanwhile, will ſeek the deep receſs 
Of this fair palace, and in ſecret arm, 
And in our hands the fatal ſwords ſuſtain. 
Oh Pylades ! my friend in every toil, 
In every enterprize my faithful guide! 
Hear me, my father, from the gloomy realms, 
Where night eternal reigns —— Oreſtes calls 
Thy ſon invokes thee, in this hour of danger | 
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Let thy great ſpirit aid me with its counſels, bY! 
— 
Revenging thee what numerous woes I bear! 4 
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Betray'd, abandon'd by thy faithleſs brother, 9 
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Whoſe crimes I ſoon ſhall puniſh by the death 
Of his perfidious ſpouſe—1n this great act 
Aſſiſt thy ſon and ſuppliant, and afford 
Strength to my arm and vigour to my ſoul, 


ELECTR A. 

Oh my great father ! if beneath the tomb 
The voice of thy unhappy children meet 
Thy royal ear—thy children doom'd to periſh 
Moſt glorious in thy cauſe, affiſt us now! 


P-Y LADE $. 
Oh thou, my father's friend and near relation, 
Great Agamemnon, to my ardent prayers 
Attend ;—and oh ! preſerve thy hapleſs children ! 


ORESTE $. 
I flew my mother ! 
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5 PYLADE s. 
I prepar'd the ſword ! 


KL ECTR A 
She fell a victim to the ſnares I laid! 
ORESTED - 
And this we did in vengeance of thy wrongs. 1 
5 E LA rn A. 
9 Nor did 1 fail in this great act of duty. 
| PYLADE S. Ir 


Oh ſacred ſhade ! to theſe our loud complaints 
Attentive liſten—ſave thy royal race! 


O RES T E 8. : L 
Accept this pure libation of my tears. 


BB I R er & 
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ELECTR 4 
Mingled with ſighs and bitter lamentations ! 


PYLADE 

Now ceaſe to mourn—the preſent time demands 
Action and vigour—it the vows of mortals 
Can ever penetrate the depths of earth, 
And reach the dark and filent realms of night, 
Great Agamemnon hears—Oh ! firſt of gods, 
Immortal Jove ! great author of my race! 
Whoſe hand diſpenſes juſtice, ſhed thy bleſſings 
On this fair virgin, on my lov'd Oreſtes, 
And laſt on me three friends in one great cauſe 
United, by one ſoul inſpir'd, 
Fix'd and reſolv'd in this great enterprize, 
To live together, or together die ! 


SCENE II. 
ELECTRA, CHORUS. 


ern. 
Dear virgins of Mycenæ, 
The faireſt city in the realms of Greece. 


CHOR U $. 
What haſt thou utter'd, ever-honour'd princels, 
Inhabiting the much-fam'd ſoil of Danaus ? 
EK LECT A | 
While ſome in different parts diſperſe themſelves, 
Let others guard the portals of the palace. 


Dd c H O RU 8. 
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e Hon us. 
Say, for what purpoſe are theſe orders iſſued? 
Inform me, dear and royal virgin. 


E L E C TA A. 
I fear, leſt ſome approaching to this place, 
May our attempt diſcover, and prevent 
This act of juſt revenge. 


s R M Id HO RUS 1. 
Thee we obey with joy—myſelf will fly, 
And that wide path ſecure, which leads 
To where the ſun firſt ſheds his lucid beams. 


ST EAMWITCHEDTE SD YM ( 
And TI that path which faces, where he dips 
Bencath the azure waves his radiant head. 


Az 


AM 44. 
ow _—_ * 4 


8 * 
Es 


KLE S N KA. 

On every ſide turn round your beauteous eyes, 
Now here, now there, and catch each paſſing object 
In the extended proſpect's ample bound. | 


CHORUS 
Thy orders we obey, illuſtrious virgin. 


„. 


nern 8 
Extend your cyelids wide around diffuſe 1 
With radiance mild your beauteous orbs of fight ! U 
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| $SEMICHOKUS- 1. L 
But ſome one paſſes, and his form I know not, A 
In ruftic garb, and to this royal dome , 


With haſty ſteps he now approaches. 


KLE EC TRE Is 
My friends, we periſh :—'tis ſome cruel foe, 


Who 


Who underneath his robes his arms conceals, 


SEMICHORU Ss It. 
Diſmiſs thy idle fears ; for in that path 
No one is ſeen, great daughter of Atrides ! 


E LECTR A. 
Thou, whoſe fidelity I oft have prov'd, 
To me the happy meſſenger of joy, 
Say, 1s the path before the portals free 
From any bold or dangerous intruder ? 


SEMICHOR US. It. 
Fear not for that ; do thou obſerve thy volt 
On this our fide no citizen approaches. 


SEMICHOR U Ss. 
All here is filent as the dead of night. 


KL 3 CTR A 

Now let my voice within the palace walls 
Be heard reſounding —why this long delay? 
Haſte, haſte, my friends, and ſhed her impious blood, 
And offer up to heaven the deſtin'd victim !— 
They hear me not—what woes oppreſs my ſoul ! 
Struck with her heavenly charms, in wild amaze 
Their glitt'ring ſwords fall harmleſs from their hands ! 
But now, perhaps, ſome one of Argive race, 
In radiant armour clad, approaches, 
And with ſwift pace the royal palace ſeeks, 
Some friend of Helen—with quick fight ſurvey, 
And turn on every fide your radiant eyes. 


CHOR U $. 
Moving in different paths, our eyes command 
D d 2 Each 
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Each well-known road that to the palace leads. 


[HELEN from within] 
Oh Argos! oh my country! now I periſh! 
| KL $CTK A. 
Hearſt thou that ſound—their hands are dipt in 
blood 
Tis Helen cries !—her well-known voice I hear. 


SEMICHORUS I. 
Oh thou tranſcendant power of mighty Jove ! 
In this ſad hour aſhſt—aſlift, my friends 


[HELEN from within] 
I die !—oh Menclaus !—and thy hand 
Will not protect me from the fatal blow! 


e 

Deſtroy her kill her in her beauteous breaft 
Plunge deep your faithful ſwords, and bathe with blood 
The glitt'ring ſteel—ſnatch'd from her parents arms, 
And her lov'd lord's embrace —her crimes, alas! 
Have ſunk untimely to the tomb 
Myriads of Greeks, who fell engag'd in war 
On Simois verdant banks, where ſhowers of darts 
Inflicted mutual wounds, and tears on tears 
Inceſſant flow in honour of the dead, 


_ Whoſe blood diſtain'd Scamander's cryſtal wave. 


CHOR U S$. 
Silent attend my friends I hear the ſound 


Of haſly ſteps advancing to the palace. 


LE LEECTIE A. 
My dearcf virgins, in wiſh'd hour ſhe comes, 
| The 
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The fair Hermione !—ere yet the ſword 

Its office has perform'd, now let each ſound 

Be huſh'd to filence—for the net is laid, 

The fatal ſnare in which ſhe ſoon will ruſh 

With unſuſpeCting feet—a noble prey !— 
Compoſe your looks to thoughts ſerene and mild; 
Nor let the crimſon fluſh reveal 

The great events which agitate your ſoul ; 

My eyes too ſhall diſeinble while I ſeem 
Unconſcious of what paſſes in the palace. 

Oh royal virgin! from the tomb returning [ To Hermione. 
Of hapleſs Clytemneſtra, which with flowers 
Thou haſt adorn'd, and pour'd the due libation, 


In honour of the deities of night. 


S.C:ENE-, 
Enter HERMIONE. 


HERMIO N x. 
Her royal ghoſt appeas'd, I now return ; 
But ſudden fear has ſeiz'd me ſince I heard 
A voice when diſtant iſſue from the palace, 
Which ſeem'd expreſſive of diſtreſs and woc! 


Ek L EB c TR A. 
Thoſe cries well ſuit our preſent wretched ſtate, 
H E R M ION E. 
But what new ſorrow haſt thou to inform me? 
LECT A. 
Oreſtes and myſelf this day muſt die! 


D d 3 H L RMION E. 
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406 ORESTES. 
HERMION k. 
Altho' related to our royal houſe ? 


EL ECTK 4. 
The citizens of Argos have decrced it; 


And now we ſtand on life's extremeſt verge | 


HERMION E. 
But whence this clamour iſſuing from the palace ? 


BL E CTR A. 
Helen, the ſuppliant on his knees implores. 


H E RMI ON x. 
But ſay, what ſuppliant ? inſtantly inform me. 


E L. e rn A. 
The poor Oreſtes, who now begs for life, 
Both for himſelf and his unhappy fiſter. 


HERMION E. 
And the wide dome re-echoes to his voice. 


„ . n As 
What other ſubject ſhould engage our thoughts ? 

But come, and aid thy friends in this diſtreſs ; 

Near to thy happy mother will we ſtand 

In ſuppliant poſture, leſt before the eyes 

Of cruel Menclaus we expire! — 

But thou, oh vi-gin, in this palace bred | 

By Clytemneſtra's .rnder care, our numerous woes 

Compaſſionate, and aid us in this hour 

Of forrow and affliction thou my ſteps 

Attend, and follow where J lead the way: 


On thee we look for ſafety and protection. 


HERMIONE. 
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HERMION E. 
Thee I obey, and move with quicken'd pace, 
Far as my power extends will I aſſiſt. 


E L E CTR A. 
You that invade with radiant arms the palace, 
Approach, and ſeize the deſtin'd prey. 


ö 
Entcr Ox RSH ES and PYLADES. 


HERR MIO N E. 
Alas! what figures do my eyes behold! 


. 
On thee, oh virgin, we enjoin ſtrict ſilence: 
Thou com'ſt to us, not we to thee for refuge. 


LA ern 
Now ſeize the nymph, and to her milk-white neck 

Raiſe high the ſword, and let her father's eyes 

The painful ſcene behold—not meeting with his train 

Of cowardly Phrygians, he th's way approaches ; 

He whoſe baſe conduct merits every woe— 

My faithful friends with clamours fill the air, 

Standing before the portals of the palace, 

And to the diſtant ſtreets extend the found, 

That this dire ſlaughter may not fill with terror 

Our Argive friends, but rouſe their ſouls to acts 

Ot great revenge, and love of martial glory ! | 

While they advance in crouds to fave the palac?, 

Oh may theſe eyes behold the beauteous form 

l Or 
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Of Helen welt'ring in her blood, with wounds 
Disfigur'd ! or from ſome kind meſſenger 
Receive the certain tidings of her death! 

That dark tranſaction is involv'd in doubts ! 


[Exeunt Pylades, Oreſtes, and Electra. 


SCENE: YV, 
CHoRUs, PHRYGIAN SLAVE. 


CHORUS 

The indignation of the gods 
With juſtice falls on Helen, who with tears 
Has fill'd the realms of Greece— inſpir'd 
With fatal love of beauteous Paris—bred 
Where Ida's lofty ſummits riſe, 
Who from her native ſoil of Greece 
Conducted her to Troy's imperial walls. 
But ſee, the portals on their hinges rurn— 
A Phrygian ſlave approaches, from whoſe mouth 
We ſoon may learn what paſſes in the palace. 


PHERTY 014-0: - 
From Grecian ſwords and inſtant death I fly, 
Borne by ſwift feet, in Phrygian ſandals clad, 
Taro” the wide rooms I paſs'd, adorn'd 
With regal ſplendor, where the coſtly beds, 
High rais'd on cedar frames, refulgent glow'd, 
And Doric ornaments the ceilings grac d. 
This ſoil, this ſoil is hateful to the fight 
Ot barbarous fugitives—inform me, virgins, 
10 e . Where 
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Where I can fly for refuge : ſhall I cleave, 
With well-pois'd wings, the lucid fields of air ? 
Or ſeck the rcalms of Neptune, where the god, 
Veil'd in a bulls bright form, the ſolid earth 
Embraces with his wide-cxtended waves ? 


CHOR U $. 
A ſervant this of Helen, fatal fair ! 


PHRYGIA N. 

Oh Ilion ! Ilion ! Ilion ! 
The pride of Afia ! fam'd for regal pomp 
And plenteous harveſts—and thou ſacred hill 
Of Ida, thy ſad fall with tears 
I now lament !—I now expreſs my grief 
In barbarous Aftatic ſtrains !— 
The fatal cauſe—the radiant eyes of Helen 
Sprung from a ſwan fam'd Leda's beauteous daughter, 
Which brought deſtruction to the walls of Troy, 
Tho' built by Phœbus - now reſume the ſounds— 
Mournful and ſad, the language of deſpair 
In vain, fair Ganymede, we boaſt thy honours, 
By Jove exalted to the heavenly manſions ! 
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c HO RuVãWJ. 
But now inform me of the fate of thoſe 
Whom late within the palace's deep receſs 
You left, for from thy words obſcure 
Nothing can I collect. 
P HR IGI A Ne 
Alas! alas! when by the fatal ſword 


A prince expiring ſheds his noble blood, 
| | : And 
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And wings his flight to Pluto's dreary realms, 
A horrid ſcene of blood and death ſucceeds ! 
Two lions furious enter'd in the palace, 
Nearly of equal age ; the fire of one 

Led the brave armies of united Greece; 

The other, ſon to Strophius, circumſpect 

And artful as Ulyſſes, brave in war, 

And conſtant in the love he bore his friend, 
Well-fkill'd in all the various turns of fight, | 
Like a fierce ſerpent, from his eyes he darted 


Terror and dire diſmay !—by heaven's avenging hand, 


May I beho!d him puniſh'd for his crimes ! 
With haſty ſteps they now approach'd the throne, 
Where fate the conſort of the warlike Paris ; 
Humble they ſtood, their faces bath'd in tears, 
And ſuppliant with their hands embrac'd the knees 
Of H-len, beauteous princeſs, to her aid 
Her ſervants flew—ſuſpecting ſome deceit, 
Fear ſeiz'd on all, not knowing what to think, 
Tho' moſt imagin'd that a ſnare was laid 
By the dire matricide who flew her fiſter, 
In th- ne fate our princeſs to involve, 
T... dle ſurviving hope of Tyndarus ! 

CHORU Ss. 


Where waſt thou then? or didft thou ity, impell'd 
By ſudden fear ? 


PHRYG-I A Ne 
Following the Phrygian manner, then I held 
A fan, and with it beat the gentle air 
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To cool the cheeks of Helen, which then glow'd 
With the fierce ſun's meridian heat : 
Her hair hung looſe, and flutter'd in the wind ; 
The various colour'd thread ſhe twin'd around 
Her beauteous fingers, and with curious art 
The purple robes embroider'd, ſav'd 
From Trojan flames, and deſtin'd to adorn 
Poor Clytemneſtra's tomb ! 
When ſuddenly Oreſtes thus addreſs'd 
The Spartan queen: Ariſe, Uluſtrious dame, 
Daughter of Jove ! and to the ſacred altar 
Of warlike Pelops, my great anceſtor, 
Direct thy ſteps, and there will I unfold 
My ſecret purpoſe : this he ſaid, and led 
The princeſs trembling, with juſt fears poſſeſs'd, 
Not knowing what would follow ; while his friend, 
The hateful Pylades, on ſtrange pretcxts 
Diſmiſs'd ker numerous and brave attcndants : 
Some he confin'd within the palace ; others ſent 
To where the ſteeds are kept, that none might aid 
Their royal miſtreſs in this hour of danger. 

| e Ho RUS. 

But tell me what calamity enſu'd ? 


HR TG IAN. 
Oh thou great mother of the gods! ador'd 
On Ida's hill, ah! how can I relate 
The dreadful ſlaughter and the impious deeds 
Theſe eyes beheld ? within the royal palace, 
From 
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From their fair robes that glow'd with Tyrian purple, 
I ſaw the princes draw their fatal ſwords, 

Which long had lain conceal'd, and with their eyes 
Survey the place around, that none approach'd : 

Like two fierce mountain boars, with ſavage looks, 
Near to the queen they ſtood, and thus addreſs'd her : 
Thou dy'ſt, thou dy'ſt, and *tis thy cruel huſband 
That now impells us to this horrid deed ; 

Thy huſband, baſe and faithleſs, who betray'd 

To death and imfamy his brother's ſon ! 

At this ſhe fill'd the air with loud laments, 

Beat with her hand her beauteous breaſt, and tore 
Her auburn treſſes, and with pace diſtracted, 

Borne on ſwift feet, with golden ſandals grac'd, 
Attempted to eſcape. But now Oreſtes, 

His right hand faſten'd in her air, detain'd 

Her wand'ring footſteps ; and her head reclin'd 

Upon her ſhoulders, with his ſword prepares 

To ſtrike the cruel and the fatal blow. 


e Ho Rus. 
But did the Phrygians fly to her affiſtance ? 


PHRYGIAN. 

Soon as they heard her well-known voice, they broke 
Their priſons open, and in crouds we run 
To. aid our royal miſtreſs, arm'd with all 
That chance afforded; ſome with ſtones, 
Others with pointed ſpears, a few with ſwords. 
With dauntleſs beaſt brave Pylades advanc'd, 
Like Phryg'an Hector, or the valiant Ajax, 

Conſpicuous 
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Conſpicuous with his waving plume, 

Whom 1 beheld, from Priam's lofty towers, 
Perform ſuch wonders in the martial plain; 

And now began the conteſt ; when to all 

It then appear'd how much the Greeks excell'd 
The barbarous Phrygians in the art of war. 

Some of the ſervants fell, and others fled, 

Some lay with wounds oppreſt, while others rais'd 
Their ſupplicating hands imploring pardon. 
Amid the ſlaughter, fair Hermione 

The palace enter'd, and with ardour flew 

To her fond mother's arms ; the princeſs, wild 
As furious bacchanals, ruſh'd forth and ſeiz'd her, 
And then prepar'd to execute their vengeance 
On beauteous Helen ; when the royal fair, 
Daughter of Jove and Leda! from their ſight 
Withdrew, and vaniſh'd in the ambient air ! 

Oh Jove ! oh earth ! oh ſable veſted night ! 

And thou, oh ſacred light of day! without the aid 
Of magic art, or ſpells of wondrous power, 

Or ſome deluſion of the gods, this ſtrange portent 
Could never happen; but what paſs'd beſides, 
Alas ! I know not, for I left the palace 

With pace diſtracted —fear encreas'd my flight! 
Innumerable toils the Spartan king 

At Troy ſuſtain'd, and o'er the ſtormy ſea, 

To the Laconian realms, in vain 


His ſpouſe conducted in his well-rigg'd ſhips. 
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CHORU 5s. 
But who is he that with quick pace approaches? 
The bearer doubtleſs of important tidings ; 
Now I diſtinguiſh : *tis the brave Oreſtes ; 
Arm'd with his ſword the valiant youth advances. 


. 


SCENE I. 


OR EST ES, PHRYGIAN, CHORUS. 


o * 1 1 EM 
HERE, where is he that from my ſword 
eſcap'd? 


P HR Y GI AX. 
Thee I adore, as Phrygian laws ordain. 
40K B'$. TE 66 
Ilion no more thou ſee'ſt, but Argos? city. 
PHRYSGI AN, 
The wiſe, wherc'er they are, prefer to death 
The joys which life affords. 
6-2 8-9-7 © 


But much I fear, 
Leſt with thy clamours thou excite the vengeance 


Of Menelaus. 
PH R.Y-G-I: A. Ne 
To my utmoſt power 
Will I affiſt thee; for thou art more worthy. 
o R EST ES. 
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416, ORESTES. 


0K E87E 6% 
Did not Tyndarian Helen merit death ? 
PHRYGHIA N. 
Her numerous crimes deſerv'd a tenfold death. 


ORESTE 5s. 
All chan thou ſay'ſt is dictated by fear; 
Far different 1s the language of thy heart. 


P HRT GIA xX. 
"Troy ſuffer'd by her crimes no leſs than Greece. 


o REST ES. 
Swear that thou ſpeak ſincerely, or this ſword 
Shall to the realms of Greece diſmiſs thy ſoul. 


PHRYGIA N. 
By that ſame foul I ſwear, that what I ſpoke 
Was the pure dictate of a faithful heart. 


o RE S T E $ 
Thus, at the ſeige of Troy, the Grecian ſword 
Fill'd every Phrygian breaſt with equal terror. 
p H R IGI Ax. 
Remove the fatal blade; the ſight of which 
Fills my ſad ſoul with fears of ſudden death! 


o REST ES. 
Say, doſt thou view the Gorgon's horrid face, 
Whoſe glaring eyes might change thee to a ſtatue ? 
PHRYGIAN, 
I live, and have not yet beheld that monſter's form! 
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0 1 1 T1 7 
Art thou a ſlave, and yet afraid of death, 
Whoſe pity ing hand would all thy woes relieve ? 
PHRYGIASN, 


PHRYGIA N. 
The lucid face of day is dear to all ; 


Dear to the ſlave no leſs than to the prince. 


o REST ES. 
I grant thee life; return in ſafety home. 


PHMAYGUOIAN 
What do I hear? wilt thou not kill me? 


ORESTE SS. 
Diſmiſs all fear of danger, 


PRE 0I-&A Ho 
How grateful to my ears are theſe thy words ! 


But what if I retract them? 


PR Y oft 4 
Ah me! 


Again you fill my ſoul with terror ! 


e N r 2. 

Weak wretch ! canſt thou imagine that I mean 
With thy baſe blood my faithful ſword to ſtain ? 
Unworthy to be rank'd with either ſex, 

Mean reptile as thou art—not for that cauſe 


I left the palace, but I juſtly fear'd 


Leſt thy loud clamours might excite commotion 
Among the numerous citizens of Argos. 

I dread not Menelaus* vengeful ſword ; 

For if he proudly comes, his yellow hair 

O'er his broad ſhoulders waving, while his ſteps 
The Argive train purſue, the fatal death 

Of Helen to revenge, if he refuſe 


Ee Electra 
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418 O REST ES. 


Electra to aſſiſt, and Pylades, 
My ceareſt friends, companions of my guilt, 
His eyes ſhall then behold his wife and daughter, 
Breathleſs and welt'ring in each other's blood! 
[Exit Oreſtes. 


SCENE II. 


CHoRVwU s. 


S HO Us. 
Alas! alas! oh Fortune! cruel goddeſs! 
Another terrible and ſad diſaſter 
Falls on the royal houſe of great Atrides! 


Menden 1. 
What ſhall we do? ſhall we thro' all the city 
The mournful news relate ? or is it ſafer, 
My dear companions, to continue filent ? 


CAME ITE. 
Before theſe portals, ſee the ſmoke aſcend 
From the high roof, and darken all the air. 


| CHORU 5. 
The torches flame, and threat the royal houſe 

Of Tantalus ; nor yet do they deſiſt 
From flaughter—this event, alas! 
The gods decree; and o'er this houſe prefides 
Some evil genius, that with numerous woes 
Afflicts the houſe of Pelops, and revenges 
The cruel murder of the poor Myrtilus, 
Thrown headlong from his glittering car ! 


SCENT 


ORLoT =» ©. 


q* 7 
SCENE III. 


Enter MENELAVU $ 


M EN E L Aus. 

Lo! here I come; ſtrange tidings have I heard 
Of two fierce lions; for no man, alas 
Could ſuch audacious crimes commit; 
Their cruel hands they have not yet embru'd 
In my dear conſort's blood; who, diſtant far, 
Snatch'd from their fight, now treads the fields of air, 
This one related by the voice of fame, 
And his own fears deceiv'd—ſuch horrid deeds, 
To perſons with a parent's blood polluted, 
Are proper ſubjects for triumphant joy— 
But the wide portals of the palace open, 
While to my ſervants I will give command 
To force the doors, and from their impious hands 
Releaſe my daughter, and my much-loy'd conſort 
Within theſe arms receive ; then with this ſword 
Will I attack the impious parricides, 
Who threaten to deſtroy the beautcous Helen! 

OR ESTE Þ 

Touch not theſe doors, elated as thou art, 
Oh Menelaus, with the pride of conqueſt, 
Leſt from above the battlement I throw, 
(With curious workmanſhip inwrought) and cruſh 
Thy tow'ring head beneath the ponderous ruin ! 
The ſpacious gates are ſtrongly fortify'd, 
Barr'd againſt all acceſs from thee, oh king 


Ee2 MENELAY s. 
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4-2< XL. S T ES. 


MEN EIL A uV. 
What do my eyes behold ?—the blaze of torches, 
And the fierce princes ſtanding on the roof 
Of this proud palace, arm'd with glitt'ring ſwords, 
Which, with dire rage, are pointed at the neck 
Of my lov'd daughter, fair Hermione ! 
o RES TES. 
But, Menelaus, wilt thou hear me ſpeak ? 
M E N E LAS. 
Tho' much againſt my will, I yet muſt hear thee, 
ORESTE $, 
Behold me now prepar'd to kill thy daughter ! 
MENELAU $. 
And wilt thou add that crime to Helen's death ? 


rn 
Oh! that I now b-held her, and the gods 
Had not depriv'd me of my juſt revenge 


MENEL AU $. 
Doſt thou deny the horrid deed, and treat 
With ſuch contempt her moſt unhappy huſband ? 
0k 47-23-53 
Oh! that with truth I could avow the act. 
MEN E ILA uS. 
A wiſh like that with horror fills my ſoul ! 
o REST ES. 
The peſt of Greece and Ilion to deſtroy ! 
| M E N E LAU $. 
Reſtore the body of my breathleſs wife, 
That I may pay the fad funereal rites. 


4 o REST ES. 


ORESTES. 


OR 285TE 8 
For that, petition heaven; while here I ſtand, 
Prepar'd to ſhed thy virgin daughter's blood. 


M E N E I. Aus. 
Oh parricide deteſted! will thy ſoul 
For ever thirſt for ſcenes of blood and ſlaughter ? 


ORESTE 5s. 
My father I defend, by thee betray'd. 
M E N E L AU $. 
Is not thy mother's blood a weight ſufficient? 


o RES T Es. 
My hand I ſtill can raiſe to ſlay the wicked. 


MENELAU $ 
Is Pylades a partner in thy guilt ? 


o R 1.1 3, 
His ſentiments, his ſilence well declares. 


M EN EL Aus. 
Vengeance awaits thy crimes, unleſs with wings 


ORESTE s. 
We ſhall not fly ; but ſoon with waſting fire 
Involve the palace in one general ruin ! 


M E N E L Aus. 
Wilt thou 1 thy royal father's houſe ? 


o R E S T E S. 

That will J do, and in the blaze expire 
With thy fair daughter! 

E e 3 NMI EN E LA S. 


421 


Thou ſpeed thy flight, and cleave the fields of air! 
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422 O REST ES. 


M E N E L Au S. 
Inſtantly deſtroy her; g 
Thus ſhall I fill the meaſure of my woes, 


OR ESTES 
What thou adviſeſt ſhall be done. 


ME NE L ASV. 
Alas! alas! 
Lift not thy ſword againſt the virgin's neck. 
o REST ES. 
With patience learn to bear what heaven inflicts. 
M E N E L AU $ 
And is it juſt that thou ſhould'ſt breathe this air ? 
OR ES T.E SS 
It is; and govern in my native land, 
MENEL AU $ 
Say, in what ſoil? 
OR K $T ES. 
Here in Pelaſgic Argos. 


M E NE LA uS. 
Canſt thou preſume to touch the ſacred victims? 
ORKESTES 
Why not ? 
| MENELAU $, 
And the accuſtom'd ſacrifice prepare 
Ere you engage in war. 


o R Es T E 8. 
Theſe ſacred rites 


Canſt thou perform ? 
M E NE LAS. 


ORESTES. 423 


M E N E l. Aus. 
What ſhould prevent? 
My hands are pure and innocent of blood. 


o REST E S. 
But is thy conſcience free from guilt ? 


MENEL AU S. 
What man with thee will hold ſweet converſe ? 
F 0.28575 4. | 
All who a father's honour'd name revere. 
MENEL Aus. 
But what of thoſe who love a mother's name ? 
o RE ST ES. 
I rank them with the beſt of human race. 
MENEL AU $. 
But in that number thou art not included. 
ORESTE Ss. 
Becauſe the wicked I deteſt and hate. 
MENKEKL A U . 
From my poor daughter's neck the ſword remove. 
| ORR 7-8-5: 
Vain that requeſt, 
MENEL AU $. 
A victim to thy rage 
Muſt the poor virgin tall ! 
ORKEST ES 
Thy fears are juſt, 
u R NM N 1 A8. 
What ſhall I do, alas! unhappy father? 


Ee 4 o REST ES. 
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424 ORESTES. 


o REST E Ss. 
Perſuade the numerous citizens of Argos. 
M E N E L Au Ss. 
But to what meaſures muſt I now perſuade them? 


o REST ES. 
To pardon me, and theſe my dear companions. 


M E N E L AU $ 
Or elſe you ſhed my virgin daughter's blood. 
nr. 
"Tis ſo reſolv'd. 
TORS NE NE ILA us. 
Unhappy Helen! 
02 7 . 
But have I not experienc'd equal woes? 
n n T6 
From Phrygia's ſhore I bore the hapleſs victim. 
o REST E Ss. 
Oh that bencath my ſword ſhe now expir'd ! 
* 1 M * L A U 
And for her cauſe ſuch numerous woes ſucceed. 
o REST E 5s. 
But not to aid my father's royal houſe. 
M E N E L AP $ 
The frowns of fortune I have long endur'd. 
o REST EVS. 
And wilt thou not aſſiſt me? 


M EN LAuS. 
To theſe thy words I know not what to anſwer. 


ORESTES. 425 


| ORESITE . 

Baſe and ungenerous | wilt thou ſtill refuſe ? 
But go, Electra, bear the blazing torches, 
And fire the palace ; and thou beſt of friends, 
My faithful Pylades, ſpread the fierce flames 
O'er the proud battlements and lofty roof. 

M E N E I. A UV $. 

Oh ſoil of Danaus! and you brave inhabitants 
Of Argos, long renown'd, in my defence 
Will you not arm your brave and numerous bands? 
For lo, this wretch now offers violence 
To all the city; he whoſe impious hand, 
With unrelenting rage, his mother ſlew ! 


SCENE IV. 
Enter AroLL o. 


4 1 v , 

Oh king of Sparta, calm thy furious rage! 
Behold before thee fam'd Latona's ſon! 
Who for thy cauſe has left the realms of light! 
And thou, Oreſtes, to my words attend; 
Arm'd as thou art to ſhed that virgin's blood; 
Helen, whoſe lite you ſought, is far remov'd 
From thy deſtructive rage; and in the fields 
Of lucid air bchold her now enthron'd 
Beneath a canopy of golden clouds, 
Her head encircled with a radiant crown! 
| ſnatch'd her from thy ſword, by Jove himſelf 

Commanded 
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426 OR EST ES. 


Commanded to preſerve his much-lov'd daughter, 
Who now in heaven enjoys immortal bliſs, 

And with the gemini, her warlike brothers, 
Propitious guides the wand'ring mariner; 

Thou to thy bed ſhalt take another conſort; 

Too much the Grecian and the Phrygian race 
Have ſuffer'd from her charms in pity to mankind 
The interpoſing hand of heaven has ſnatch'd her 
From earth thro' lucid fields of air convey'd, 

Freſh ſlaughter to prevent !—for thou, Oreſtes, 
When thy paternal realm thou ſhalt poſſeſs, 

Seek the Arcadian plains, and fix thy ſeat 

In Parrhaſus for one revolving year, 

And from thy exile ſhall the place be call'd, 

By the Arcadian race, Oreſteus; 

Then to the fam'd Athenian town proceed, 

And in the preſence of the fatal furies 

The murder of thy mother vindicate, 

While plac'd on ſeats of gold, the gods themſelves 
Will fit as judges in the ficlds of Mars, 

And from the guilt of murder will abſolve thee ; 
And that fair virgin at whoſe neck, Oreſtes, 

Thy ſword is rais'd, in Hymen's facred bonds 

To thee muſt be united; thus the fates 

And heaven's all ruling powers decree ; for Pyrrhus 
Shail never take the virgin to his bed, 
Altho' contracted ; but before my altar, 

In veageance of the fierce Achilles' crimes, 
That prince at Delphos ſhall reſign his life; 
Then to the arms of faithful Pylades 


| 
Id 


ORESTES. 427 


Yield up thy virgin fiſter, fair Electra, 

As thou didſt promiſe in thy happier days. 
Guided by virtue, let their lives proceed 

In one continu'd courſe of love and joy. 
And thce, oh Menelaus, I command 

To ſuffer poor Oreſtes to enjoy 

His father's ſceptre, and with equal ſway 
Rule the fair realms of Argos and Mycenz. 
Do thou meanwhile to Lacedzmon's city 
Return in peace, and there poſſeſs the dower 
Of thy fam'd conſort, for whoſe ſake, alas ! 
Innumerable tails haſt thou ſuſtain'd ; 

But for the preſent I will rule the city, 
Since, in obedience to my high command, 
Oreſtes, prince of Argos, ſlew his mother. 


ORESTE 6. 
Oh wit Aae now indeed I find 
That all thy oracles are juſt and true : 
At firſt a fear poſſeſs'd me, leſt ſome demon, 
Who thy great name aſſum'd, might lead 


My credulous ſoul to baſe and wicked acts, 


Whilſt I imagin'd that I but obey'd 
The voice of heaven, from thy high fane dectar'd. 
Thy words divine have ſpread a healing balm 

O'er all my wounds, and calm'd my troubled mind, 
Long torne by various and diſcordant paſſions. 
Obedient to thy words I now releaſe a 
Hermione from death; and more, I promiſe 


To take the virgin to my bed and throne, 
If Menclaus will but give conſent. 


NME N E L AV S. 
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428 ORESTES. 


M E N E L Aus. 

Daughter of Jove! illuſtrious Helen! hear :— 
Inhabiting the radiant realms of light, 
Where, rais'd on golden thrones, the gods enjoy 
Immortal bliſs, Oreſtes, I refign 
As Phoebus has commanded, to thy arms 
My beauteous daughter, bleſt with every virtue, 
And, like thyſelf, deſcended from a race 
Of anceſtors illuſtrious ! and may heaven 
Shower down its choiceſt bleſſings on your heads, 
And crown my future life with calm domeſtic peace. 


4 r 1 L 0. 
Now let contention ceaſe; and each depart 
My mandates to fulfil, 


M E N E L Aus. 
Thy orders we obey. 
o R EST E S. 
Well haſt thou ſpoke; and now, oh RY ! 
Let all our wrongs be bury'd in oblivion. 
Behold me by Apollo's aid reſtor'd 
To my loſt reaſon, and from all my woes 


By that ent god's protecting hand releas'd ! 


| 4 POL o. 
Naw go, and grateful pay the accuſtom'd honours 
To Peace, the faireſt of the powers divine! 
Meanwhile this hand to Jove's imperial palace, 
Thro' the, æthereal ſpace with ſtars emblaz'd, 
Muſt He'ca lead, near to the awful form 
Of Juno, and the great Alcides' conſort, 


High ſeated on a throne of gold—a goddeſs 
Rever'd by all the ſons of men, and honour'd 
With ſacred rites, like Jove's illuſtrious ſons, 
Caſtor and Pollux, and with ray propitious 
Guiding the ſailor to his deſtin'd port. 
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NOTES on ORESTES. 


1 opening of this play is, in my opinion, un- 
commonly beautiful. Oreſtes, on the back part 


of the ſtage, is ſeen repoſing on a couch; while 


Electra, with diſorder'd looks, laments the various 
misfortunes of the houſe of Atreus, from the time of 
Tantalus to the murder of Clytemneſtra. 


SCENE: IL 

In this ſcene Helen appears: at firſt ſhe touches 
flightly on the murder of Clytemneftra ; then laments 
her death, and with the artifice peculiar to her character, 
compaſſionates the diſtreſs of Electra and Oreſtes; the 
former of which ſhe defires to bear offerings to her 
mother's tomb: this Electra refuſes ; and a ſhort dia- 
logue ſucceeds, which, though natural, yet I think is 
not conſiſtent with the dignity of tragedy. | 


SCENE III. 
A chorus compoſed of Argive virgins, come to com- 
fort Llectra in her misfortunes. The anxiety ſhe fecls 
on their approach for fear they ſhould ' diſturb her 


brother, is extremely natural. In a word, as Brumoy 


juſtly 


NOTES O ORESTES. 431 


juſtly obſerves, during this whole ſcene, nature herſelf 
ſpeaks, which Euripides always followed, and which 
never failed of pleafing an Athenian audience. 

Oh gentle ſlecp ! whoſe balmy gifts can charm 

The ſenſe of pain, &c. 
This addreſs to fleep can never be too much admired. 
Our immortal Shakeſpeare, in the ſecond part of his 
Henry IV. has equalled, if not exceeded it : 


How many thouſands of my pooreſt ſubjects 
Are at this hour aſleep? Oh gentle ſleep ! 
How have I frighted thee, &c. 


E124 CTA. 

My deareſt brother, how did I rejoice 

To ſee thy eyelids clos'd in peaceful ſlumbers ? 
Euripides, in this dialogue between Oreſtes and his 
ſiſter Electra, exceeds himſelf, To praiſe the poet in 
the cool language of criticiſm, would be doing him 
injuſtice, 

0:22.37 5%: 

Oh mother ! arm not theſe infernal fiends. 
The madneſs of Oreſtes I have already ſpoken of in 
another place; but I own I am fo ſtruck with it, that 
the reader muſt pardon me it I again reſume the ſub- 
ject. The celebrated Longinus, after quoting the 
above paſlage, proceeds thus : altho' the poet does not 
ſee the furies, yet ſuch is the boldneſs of his imagery, 


that they appear preſent to the eyes of the ſpectator. - 


How Euripides has ſucceeded in exciting the other 
| paſſions, 
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432 NOTES on ORESTES. 


paſſions, I will not pretend to determine; but in de- 
ſcribing madneſs and love, he particularly excells. 

Virgil was ſo much pleaſed with this deſcription 
of Euripides, that he has copied from it that admir- 
able fimile : 

Eumenidum veluti demens videt agmina Pentheus, 

Et ſolem geminum & duplices ſe oſtendere Thebas ; 

Aut Agamemnonius Scenis agitatus Oreſtes, 

Armatam facibus matrem et ſerpentibus atris 

Cum fugit, ultriceſque ſedent in limine diræ. 

| o REST ES. 

Ceaſe to diſturb, for thou, alas! art one 

Of the tormenting furies. 
The learned and ingenious Dr. Warton, in his excel- 
lent notes on Virgil, obſerves, that this circumſtance is 
wonderfully moving, and which none of the critics, 
not even Brumoy, has taken notice of. Oreſtes is held 
down upon a couch by his fond fiſter, Electra, pierced 
with grief to ſee him in that diſtracted condition, and 
he miſtakes her in his madneſs for one of his tor- 
mentors, The Greek 1s inimitable : 
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Why doſt thou weep, Electra, and conceal 

Thy drooping face bencath the robe's pale ſhade ? 

Nothing can exceed the tenderneſs of this ſpeech. 
Oreſtes, recoveriag from his madneis, beholds his 
filter bath'd in tears, and pale with watching over him. 


Had nature herſelf guided the poet's pen, 1t could not 


have 
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have more exalted idea of the ſtrong affec- 
tion ined in the breaſts of this illuſtrious bro- 
ther iter. 


0 

Dire zoddefſes of night ! 

Tuis Strophe and Antiſtrophe, as father Brumoy 
juſtly obſeves, are exprefled with that boldneſs and 
elevation which particularly characteriſe the Greek 
choruſes, 


ACT H. 
SCENE II. 


o REST ES. 
I, I, am that Oreſtes whom thou ſeek'ſt. 

This interview on the part of Oreſtes is very affecting. 
The dialogue, after the manner of the Greek theatre, 
is carried on in fingle lines, which in this place has a 
very good effect, as it is more natural for Oreſtes, 
when he firſt meets Menelaus, to expreſs himſelf in 
ſingle ſentences than in a ſet ſpeech, and it better 
agrees with the unpatience of Menelaus, whoſe quet- 
tions require an immediate and direct anſwer. 


ORE-STE $. 

I periſh, Menclaus !—he approaches, 

The royal Tyndarus! 
The remorſe which Oreſtes feels at the fight of Tyn- 
darus, with whom he had formerly liv'd on terms of 
the ſtricteſt intimacy and friendſhip, is very well ima- 
gined, and perfectly conſiſtent with that ſenſibility of 
temper which {o ſtrongly marks the character of that 


untortunate prince. 
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SCENE III. 


In this ſcene Tyndarus, in a long ſpeech, accuſes 
Oreſtes of murder. I cannot help thinking that ſome 
parts of 1c are rather languid, ahd partake too much 
of the narrative turn of old age. Brumoy has juſtly 
obſerved, that the Greeks in their tragedies ſometimes 
follow nature too cloſely. The anſwer of Oreſtes, at 
the ſame time that it is modeſt and reſpectful, is manly 
and heroic. 'Tyndarus leaves him. with ſtrong marks 
of indignation ; Oreſtes then applies to Menelaus te 
protect him in his diſtreſs, and in an admirable ſpeech 
reminds him of the favours he had received from his 
facher Agamemnon. Menelaus returns an artful and 
evaſive anſwer ; determined, if poſhble, to effect his 
ruin, that he may poſſeſs himſelf of his crown and 


| kingdom. Ariſtotle, in his Poetics, condemns Euri- 


pides for erring againſt manners, in the character of 
Menelaus. If I might. preſume to differ from ſo great 
an authority, I own I can ſee nothing unnatural or in- 
conſiſtent in the conduct of that prince. In every part 


he appears to be artful and ambitious; ; of an unfeeling 


temper, and capable of ſacrificing every thing to his 
intereſt. Such characters, 1 am ſorry to obſerve, are 
not uncommon. 


SCENE IV, 

Oreſtes, in his affliction, is comforted by the appear- 
ance of a perſon of a very different caſt from Mene- 
laus : this is his friend Pylades, who arrives uneX- 
pectedly at Argos, baniſned by his father Strophius, 

7 | . for 
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for being an accomplice in the murder of Clytemneſtra. 
He adviſes Oreſtes to ſubmit to the judgment of the 
people, and attends him to the place where the citi- 
Zens are aſſembled. The dialogue, in my opinion, is 
too long, and not ſufficiently animated. 


STROPHE. 
Oh great Atrides ! long extoll'd by fame, &c. 

The recapitulation of the misfortunes of the houſe of 
Atreus, which are the ſubject of this ſong of the cho- 
rus, is admirably calculated to keep up the paſſions 
of fear and terror in the breaſt of the ſpectator, and 
prepare his mind for the condemnation of Oreſtes, 
which takes place in the next act. 


A CT I 


SCENE I. 

Electra, whoſe anxiety for her brother would not 
permit her to ſleep, returns to ſee him, and is informed, 
that, by the advice of Pylades, he is gone to plead his 
cauſe before the aſſembly of the people—a new ſubject 


for lamentation ; fot before ſhe has time to indulge any 


hopes from the uncertainty of his fituation, a meſſen- 
ger appears, and with tears informs her that he is con- 
demned by the Argive citizens to ſuffer death. Ir 
may not be amiſs to obſerve, that in the relation which 
the meſſenger gives of the proceedings of the Argive 
aſſembly, the poct had his eye on the court of Areo- 
pagus in Athens. The ſcholiaſt ſuppoſes, that, by the 
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ſeditious orator, Euripides intended to expoſe Cleophon 
of Thrace; a man mentioned by Ariſtophanes, in his 
frogs. Certain it is, that he has thrown an air of ri- 
dicule on the debates of the Argives, which ill agrees 
with the majeſty and gravity of the tragic muſe. 
Brumoy. 
| ELECTRA = 

Now, now I feel the bitterneſs of grief ! 

There is ſomething extremely animated in this ſpeech 
of Electra. The Strophe and Antiſtrophe in the ori- 
ginal are ſo very beautiful, that I could not help en- 
deavouring to imitate the verſification of the poet as 
nearly as the idiom of the two languages would permit. 


Oh could I fly, on airy pinions borne, &c. 

In this part the meaſure is changed, which not only 
keeps alive the ſpectator's attention, but in the ori— 
ginal the flow of the verſes is expreſſive of that wild- 


neſs and horror which generally attends extreme diſ- 
treſs. 


A. 


SCENE I. 

The diſtreſs of Electra and Oreſtes in this ſcene is 
worked up with the greateſt judgment. The grief of 
Oreſtes is manly and heroic; that of Electra more 
tender and affecting. The ſituation of theſe unfortu- 
nate perſons is not unlike that of Pœtus and Arria. 
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PYLADE 5s. 
Say, canſt thou think 
That Pylades will ere ſurvive his friend ? 


This noble reſolution of Pylades not to ſurvive his 


friend can never be ſufficiently extoll'd. The ſenti- 
ments in ſome of the ſucceeding ſpeeches are ſuch as 
do honour to human nature. In the infancy of ſoci- 
ety we fee greater examples of friendſhip than in more 
civilized and refined ages. 'The reaſon I conceive to be 
this : that in the latter period the mind is diſtracted by 
ſuch a variety of engagements, and the ſelfiſh paſſions are 
ſo predominant, that it is incapable of any generous 
exertion, Whether all the advantages of civil ſociety 
can compenſate for the loſs of friendſhip, is x point 
that may admit of a diſpute. 


FY L'AD0S% 

What if we kill thy uncle's traiterous ſpouſe, &c. 
This advice of Pylades to deſtroy Helen is, accord- 
ing to our preſent ideas of honour, a mean revenge. 
That the ancients thought otherwiſe we have great 
reaſon to belicve, ſince Virgil makes his hero adopt the 
ſame reſolution, and nothing but the appearance of 
his mother prevents him. from putting it in exccution, 
The following lines appear to be a tranſlation of part 
of this ſpeech of Pylades : 

Namque et fi nullum memorabile nomen 

Fœminea in Pænä eſt, nec habet victoria laudem; 

Extinxiſſe nefas tamen, ct ſumpfiſſe merentis 


Laudabor pœnas. ined. lib. II. | 
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But what ſhall we ſay to the propoſal of Electra to 
ſeize Hermione as an hoſtage, to prevent Menelaus 
from revenging the death of Helen? Though I have 
a juſt eſteem for the great virtues of this illuſtrious 
princeſs, I cannot help acknowledging that there is 
a ferocity in this, and her following ſpecches, that is 
ſcarce reconcileable to the delicacy of the female cha- 
racter. The only arguments I can alledge in her de- 
fence are, that her ſituation was ſuch as to inſpire and 
almoſt juſtify the moſt deſperate counſels. That the 
baſeneſs of Menelaus* condu&t merited every puniſh- 
ment. That among the ancients, revenge, ſo far from 
being condemned by- the precepts of their religion, 
was confidered as a virtue. It may appear ſtrange to 
ſome, that Oreſtes, after ſuffering ſo much from the 
murder of his mother, ſhould be ſo ready to imbrue 
his hands in blood; but if we conſider the diſtracted 
| ſtate of his mind, his conduct is far from being unna- 
tural. 


E oo 9” 
Hear me; my father, from the gloomy realms, 
This invocation of the ſhade of Agamemnon 1s ex- 
tremely ſolema. The invocations of Pylades and 
Electra are expreſſed in a ſtrain equally ſublime and 
majeſtic. 
SCENE HI. 
The agitation of Electra $ mind in this ſcene, divided 


between hope and fear, is deſcribed i in a very natural 
manner. 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

In this ſcene Hermione appears, and falls into the 
ſnare which Electra had prepared for her. The tender 
heart cannot help feeling for the diſtreſs of this unfor- 
tunate yanng princeſs. 


SCENE IV. 


PHRYSGI A N. 

From Grecian ſwords and inſtant death I fly. 
I cannot help thinking that Euripides, in this recital 
of the Phrygian, intended to ridicule the falſe orna- 
ments and affected pomp of the Aftatic ſtile ; certain 
it 15, that he departs from his uſual ſimplicity of lan- 
guage. What confirms me in this opinion is, that in 
the firſt ſcene of the ſucceeding, act, this Phrygian is 
held up as an object of contempt; and many ſtrokes 
of ſatyr are leveled againſt him and his countrymen. 
Wit and ſatyr, thaugh they may add to the charms of 
private converſation, are certainly very incompatible 
with the gravity and dignity of the tragic mule. 


Aer v. 


SCENE. Il. 

Oreſtes in this ſcene threatens to deſtroy Hermione, 
unleſs Menelaus will appear his advocate with the pco- 
ple to perſuade them to .reverſe the ſentence of death 
pronounc'd againſt him. Menelaus, divided betwecn 
hope and fear, knows not what anſwer to return, At 
length Apollo appears, reconciles the princes, and the 
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play ends happily. . This act, as muſt appear to the 
moſt inattentive reader, is not ſo beautiful as many 
parts of this play; and it muſt be confeſſed, that there 
are ſeveral paſſages which border oh the comic and 
burleſque; at leaſt, according to our Idea On the 
other hand it muſt be acknowledged, that the faults 
bear no proportion to the beauties. The Athenians 
thought the poet worthy of a crown, an honour which 
he well deſerved, by the art he has ſhewn in moving 
the paſhons, by his lively and affecting deſcriptions, 
and the judgment with which , he' ſupports his cha- 
racters, Oreſtes is a young prince, of a noble and ge- 
nerous ſpirit, warm and ſincere in his friendſhips, and 
violent in his reſentments. Electra is a woman of a 
great and exalted mind, and a virtuous, though fierce 
temper. The characteriſtic of both theſe illuſtrious 
perſons is a high reverence for their father's memory 
and virtues, and a dcteſtation of the criminal connec- 
tion of Clytemneſtra with Agyſthus. This hurried 
them on to the murder of their mother; an action 
which the mild dictates of the Chriſtian religion mult 
condemn ; but to a mind unenlightened by Revelation, 
an act of this ſort muſt appear, if not meritorious, at 
leaſt of a doubtful nature; and conſequently a very 
proper ſubject for the drama, as capable of exciting 
terror and pity. 3 


